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killing our musicians? 
by Cab Calloway 


ae 


Are musicians wrecking their lives and ruining their careers with 
marihuana and narcotics? Must they get the “floating power” of 
reefers to play the kind of music the customers want? Read Cab 
Calloway’s dramatic behind-the-scenes exposé of the dope evil 
and what it is doing to some of the top musical talent in America. 
The February issue of Ebony prints this exclusive picture-feature 


with the names of top musicians who have fallen victim to the 


\ 


dope menace. 


The Strange Case of Paul Robeson—by Walter White 


Why has Paul Robeson swung so far to the left? Is he following the "Moscow 


party line?” Is he after money, power, or publicity? 


White Singers Who Sing Like Negroes 


For every popular Negro singer there is a white imitator. ules 


Are white singers following the style of Negroes who have — e 7 
: = uc 
“made the grade?” : taminat 


February Issue Now on Sale! 
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' HELPFUL TO TEEN-AGERS 
"The first and second issues of Tan Conres- 
us were wonderful. Both are very helpful 
q -agers. 
3 Il the kids at school bought the magazine 
enjoyed it. Can’t wait for the third issue. 
Mary Walton 
Atlanta, Ga. 
Ham a teen-ager who just can’t express in 
is how much I enjoy your magazine. It 
depicts the many pitfalls and drastic 
ems which frequently occur to us teen- 


¥ Beverly Anne Amos 
4 Detroit, Mich. 
"it does us, the teen-agers, good to be able 
® purchase a good, clean magazine to read 
id to help us solve some of the many prob- 
facing us. . 

Jam eighteen years of age, a high school 
quate. My mom, my sister and I all found 
fe magazine just wonderful. As a matter of 
my mom would not and does not allow 
sto read True Story, Personal Romances, 
as she thinks they are not good morally 
growing girls. However, she gives long, 

d cheers for TAN CONFESSIONS. 
3 Doris Mallory 

Indianapolis, Ind. 
] am a teen-ager and some of the things in 
this book are right for high school boys and 
girls to read about. In fact, all stories tell you 
of things that you, yourself, will have to face 
sometime in life. So don’t pay any attention to 
the letters you may get telling you to stop 
publishing the magazine. 

I go to Hutchinson Central High here in 
Buffalo and they teach sex life in some of the 
classes. 

Vivian Holley 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


HAPPY ENDINGS 
I've read your first issue and think it is 


great and I hope it will continue to grow in 
size and popularity. The stories are well writ- 
ten. 





However, please allow me to criticize as 
well as praise for that is what makes a good 
magazine. My criticism is that all the stories 
have happy endings. I think the writers kind 
of dressed up their confessions a little. 

” Arthur Moore 
New York, N. Y. 


LOW LITERATURE 


After reading your book, it is very easy to 
understand why we have so much juvenile 
delinquency. 

Such filth should never be allowed to con- 
taminate the newsstands. 





Louise Carson 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
I read your magazine from cover to cover 

and I think it is a disgrace to the Negro. 
Every ninety-nine out of one hundred of TAN 
Conressions’ readers will be teen-agers and I 
don’t think that the stories you publish in 
your magazine are “FIT” for our youth to 
read. There is enough of that “low literature” 
on the market already. Why not publish some- 
that is educational instead of something 
that may and will cause damage to our youth. 
LaVerne E. Ming 
Kirkwood, Mo. 

FINDS STORIES HELPFUL 
I have enjoyed both issues of Tan Conres- 
sions and while reading “Letters to the Edi- 
s I came upon one which stated that no 
eeiitespecting woman would allow any of these 
gs to happen to her (referring to the con- 
sions in your magazine) . 












































Letters To The Editor ™ 


I think that your stories, or rather confes- 
sions, will help the very best of us. For I 
haven’t read one that doesn’t cover a situation 
that any of us couldn’t run into. 

I’m pretty sure those of us who complain so 
much have at one time or another had some 
of these same experiences. That’s why we 
should be grateful to the women who have 
courage enough to tell us about their mistakes 
and realize that their experiences may keep 
some of us from making the same mistakes 
by knowing beforehand, through some of these 
confessions, the consequences that follow. 

Betty J. Martin 


Chicago, Ill. 
‘CHASTE GIRL’ 


We've just finished reading “Is the Chaste 
Girl Chased?” in your November issue and it 
was really a wonderful article. It-was brief 
and to the point too. We enjoyed it very 
much. 

Janie R. Thomas 
Berrien Center, Mich. 

I want to congratulate you on the wonderful 
article in your November edition, “Is the 
Chaste Girl Chased?” 

I find this article very satisfying to my be- 
lief in not having sexual relations before mar- 
riage or during youth. Many of my friends 
have read your magazine and article. They 
have enjoyed it as much as I have. We think 
you should have more stories like “Is the 
Chaste Girl Chased?” The teen-agers of today 
need more sex education the right way. 

Diane G. Johnson 
Jamestown, N. Y. 

I have just received my first issue of TAN 
ConFEssions and I must congratulate you. | 
have only one criticism and that is on the story 
“Is the Chaste Girl Chased.” It was a valuable 
moral lesson for everyone, but I almost broke 
out screaming while reading “Frank’s” argu- 
ments against virginity. 

Dawn Diamond 
Mallory, N. Y. 
MOTHER AND DAUGHTER 


I have a fifteen year old daughter and read- 
ing is her hobby. I want you to know that I 
think Tan Conressions is one of the best 
books ever published. 

I thank you and pray for your success. You 
can depend on my daughter and me to be some 
of your best buyers. It’s an honor for our 
rg to read of our race and stories of Negro 
life. 

Matilda Correthers 
Houston, Tex. 


TOO MUCH SEX 


I have no doubt that Tan Conressions, like 
any other love and romance magazine, will 
prove a successful commercial venture. There- 
fore, in view of its potential wide circulation, 
it is important since it is to be devoted entirely 
to the experiences of Negroes that it be repre- 
sentative. 

Sex being natural and universal, I see no 
reason why it should not be written about, but 
considering that stories of this nature are ex- 
ceedingly popular among adolescents, whose 
views and opinions are still forming, treatment 
of the subject by your writers should be 
careful. 

There are those who prefer to believe the 
Negro to be motivated entirely by the sex urge, 
and your first edition bears them out heroically. 
No question of morals enters in. Is that quite 
fair to those Negroes who, though normal and 
healthy, do not find the sex instinct so over- 


powering ? 
C. M. Ward 
Cleveland, O. 
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“I keep my hair lovely looking and healthy with 
Glover's,” says ANN. CORNELL, Cafe Society 
Vocalist and NBC Television Star. 


Note bow the soft lustrous beauty of 
7 hair matches ber flawless complexion. } 


, 
. You do something imstantly if blem- 
; ishes, clogged pores, flaky crusts 
; appear on your face—ruining your 
ccemplexion. You want kin to glow with 
healthy, radiant vigor. YOUR SCALP IS SKIN, 
too! a y crusts can your warn- 
ing that you. are not giving it the same careful 
attention you give your complexion. All too often, 
neglected Pp invites skin trouble and loss of 
hair. Yet neglect is ennecesenay: tt ¢ Shee 
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NAL 
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SCALP TREAT- 
MENT .. . leaves 
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MEDICINAL TREATMENT 


hair gleaming, 
Your Free sampler kit con- 
tains: 
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lovelier, healthier 
—in only 36 min- 
utes. Ask today for 
Glover’s Mange 


Glover's Mange Medicine — Medicine, Glo-Ver 
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{ Giover's imperial Hair 
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and scalp for day-long, 
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FAMOUS 3-WAY 
Medicinal Treatment 
FREE TRIAL APPLICATION 





B.CLAY GLOVER CO., INC., Dept. 932 
101 W. 31 St.,.New York 1, N. Y. 
Send FREE Sampler Package in plain wrapper 
return mai lover's Mange Medicine, 
Glo-Ver Beauty Soap Shampoo, Glover's Im- 
rial Hair Tonic—in 3 hermetically-sealed 
ttles, with free booklet. I enclose 10c to 
cover cost of packaging and postage. 


Soe see tiee sete bob ee Ces oes eben 
(Please Print Name) 
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SEVEN STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


NE TUR as «5 anda wo «06 RGR le RIE enn + cel ll 
When Howard planted the seeds of jealousy in Helen’s mind, all it took to con. 
firm her suspicions of her husband’s infidelity was a dog on the loose 


ee oii J aceiad sj use avis a msah acanaeeh Wp eee ase aaa oie eae 14 
JOHN H. JOHNSON It was a strange three-cornered love affair until Roy married Phyllis but he was 
Editor and Publisher in for a surprise when she sent him out for Tony on their wedding night 
BEN BURNS | TTT ee ree 16 


Hungry for love, Nora found a strange magnetism in another man when her hus- 


Executive Editor ‘ 
band could not respond to her affection, but then had an awful letdown 


LEROY WINBUSH a ee ee re re 18 
Art Editor Bea’s longing for David during his long absences made her an easy target for 
WILLIE E. MILES Stan’s smooth kind of romance 
Agency Manager I “—s Ly a Pa ecard Page rane wae" pices det ag ae 0 
en Jessie Mae rejected the deacon’s offer of marriage, he turned his wrath 
FREDA DE KNIGHT upon her but she had her revenge by enticing his son 
Home Service Director Oa IES 8 hes Sais dss doe Soe ee Re eis eae 8 


Annette believed she found the happiness of real romance when she fell for 
Phil’s good looks but she learned that love takes more than good looks 

TTT eee 33 
When Pat’s jealousy of her half-sister sent her chasing after Addie’s husband 
she didn’t realize until almost too late she was playing with dynamite 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
ak eer By Mrs. Eddie ‘Rochester’ Anderson 5 


Wife of gravel-voiced comic on Jack Benny radio show reveals how “Rochester” 
wooed and _won her with gags and good humor 


She wondered shout using gay deceivers after her boy friend discovered her 
secret and left her in disgust 

Fe nenaidcisny'sdnicw isan gieesememe By Dorothea T owles 2 
Los Angeles girl tells how she went to Paris and won success as model in glam- 
orous fashion world 

i ee es: . « eee GP... . .. 0s + aos koeedee rae eeeneseo one 26 
Popular piano stylist would be easy to get along with and life with him would 
be full of excitement and mirth 


BOOK LENGTH SERIAL 


RO INE IIs oisis-0.in sna vo oo oon ake epieees ean owns oaee ee 30 
She settles down to married life after birth of first child but longs to return to 
stage and finally breaks up with husband over her career 
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BY MRS. EDDIE 
‘ROCHESTER’ ANDERSON 


OMICAL LINES and a jaunty cigar might be the things 

about Eddie “Rochester” Anderson which first endeared 
him with millions of folks around the world. But with me, 
itwas somewhat different. I fell for the man because of what 
he really is underneath that humorous makeup which has 
made him such a great favorite with radio fans on the Jack 
Benny show. A warm and comforting person, Eddie must 
have been destined from the start of our acquaintance to get 
my nod to a proposal of marriage. 

The fondness I think I had for Eddie after the very first 
time | met him was not something founded on a silly infatua- 
tion, though it did begin while I was yet a teen-aged high 
thool student in Los Angeles. I got to know Eddie then as 
areal close pal of one of my brothers. He attracted me right 
off the reel with his buoyant charm. But now as I look back 


on our relationship, I’m sure it was his deep understanding 
and seemingly eternal good humor that actually won a place 
for him in my heart. 

Romantic interests which developed between us after that 
time were not of the mushy variety. We found a mutual en- 
joyment in just being near each other and that was that 
Much of our earlier times together was spent doing those 
things most young people get a great kick out of. 

We went to dances occasionally, movies quite often. Fact 
is, | think we must have seen every movie of any worth dur- 
ing those days of our courtship. About that time it was, I’d 
say, when Eddie first started holding my hands in his. He’d 
say cute little things that kept me happy. 

Eddie, however, never did spend too much time at wooing. 
But whenever he did, it was always (Continued on Page 71) 











I GUESS I wasn’t in the lingerie by 

ness more than a couple of weeks} 
fore my husband and his friends begy 
kidding me about one of my biggest sq 
ing items—falsies. They said- my |ixj 
shop was a front—a false front—for fly. 
chested Chicago women who wanted 
lure men into marriage with physic 
charms they didn’t have. 

I almost lost my temper a couple ¢ 
times, but instead I shrugged off the 
remarks. I reasoned that men on th 
Windy City’s South Side were no dit 
ferent from men anywhere, that me 
couldn’t be men unless they were abk 
to poke fun at the fair sex. Taking then 
seriously was a waste of time. 

I was content in believing this unji 
one afternoon when one of my first falsie 
customers happened to revisit my shop 
She was a slim, tan-complexioned gir 
with a pretty face and a shy manner, | 
could tell she wasn’t wearing the falsie 
I sold her because her tight-fitting dress 
was flat as a deflated balloon. 

Tactfully, I asked what had happened, 
if the falsies had proven unsatisfactory. 

The poor girl was startled by my que 
tion, but after a little gentle prodding 
she told me her. story. It seemed that sh 
and her boy friend were at a house party 
where there had been much jitterbug 
ging. Later, after most of the couples had 
gone home, they found themselves alone 





on the sun porch where, naturally, she 
expected him to show his usual amorous 
affection. 

Instead, she related, he looked at her 
in a funny way, then turned on his hee 
and went back into the living room. 
“‘What’s the matter?” she asked, running 
after him. 

“No woman is going to make a fool 
out of me!” he shouted. “If a girl doesn't 
have what it takes, she’s off my list!” 

“I didn’t get what he was talking 
about till I caught sight of myself in the 
mirror over the mantle,” she told me 
“One of the breast pads had worked 
loose and there it was sticking from the 
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V of my neckline for all the world to see. 
| decided right then and there that | 
couldn’t afford to wear falsies if the men 
[| went out with were going to feel 
cheated by them.” 

| was more than a little disturbed by 
her decision. It had never occurred to 
me that men were serious when they 
complained about women who wore 
falsies in order to look well-propor- 
tioned, but I couldn’t afford to let her 
know I was upset by her revelation. | 
had my business to think of, and be- 
cause we were both women, I also felt I 
should side with her against any man 
silly enough to make her unhappy over 
something so unimportant. 

“Look, honey,” I said, “no man is 
worth the trouble if he likes you just 
because of what you've got under your 
brassiere. A man should want a woman 
because she’ll make a good wife, a good 
mother to his children, a wonderful life- 
time companion. Start wearing your 
breast pads again, consider yourself 
lucky you found out what your boy 
friend was like before it was too late.” 

She looked as if she doubted the wis- 
dom of my advice, but she went away 
thinking about what I told her. I hoped 





She wondered about using gay deceivers after her boy 


friend discovered her secret and left her 


ally larger than the other, but there the 
similarity ends. There are “overen- 
dowed” women who go through life with 
the feeling they have too much of a good 
thing. Their problem is one of de-em- 
phasis, and the solution is a good bra 
like the advertised “lift that never lets 
you down.” These prominent girls are 
not the sweater girl type, should avoid 
low-cut necklines and horizontal stripes 
above the waistline. 

Their less fortunate sisters—called the 
“underendowed” by we in the undies 
business — suffer from midget mam- 
maries. Their chests are flat and they 
leave the tightest sweaters impression- 
less. Theirs is a problem of supplying 
what Nature forgot to give them. 

French women years ago spent con- 
siderable time and energy building up 
the budding breasts of their young 
daughters: Three times a day, morning, 
noon and night, the hopeful girl would 
stand against a door with the back of 
her head, elbows, spinal column, palms 
and heels pressed against it. 

Kaffir women in South Africa began 
working on their daughters at the age 
of ten, rubbing their breasts with a mix- 
ture of powdered roots in fat and pulling 


women have an elevated areole much 
like that of certain African women. The 
similarity suggests a racial intermin- 
gling which might easily have taken 
place some time in history. 


HE SWING in the U.S. today is defi- 

nitely up—up and forward in a 
smooth curve that is rarely natural, but 
achieved with the aid of uplift bras, cor- 
sets or falsies. 

Doctors have long recommended cer- 
tain exercises designed to add inches to 
a flat chest by strengthening the pectoral 
muscles at the side of the breasts. Swim- 
ming—particularly the back stroke and 
the breast stroke (of course) — is excel- 
lent too, since it develops not only the 
pectorals but helps build the chest itself. 

The entrance of medicine into the field 
of bust beautifying was a natural devel- 
opment. About ten years ago science dis- 
covered that breast growth can be stim- 
ulated by an injection of 150,000 to 
300,000 international units of hormone 
per week, and this chemical was eventu- 
ally incorporated into an ointment. 

Today, hormonal creams are sold, 
without prescriptions, over drugstore 
counters and through the mails. One 
such beauty cream advertises in the Ne- 
gro press “30,000 Int. units of a special, 
precious, amazing ingredient that may 
be absorbed by the skin of the breasts.” 


Wear Falsies? 
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| had made some impression, for it 
would be truly pathetic if she didn’t un- 
derstand that women have always re- 
sorted to artifice in order to beautify 
themselves, that wise men have always 
understood this. 

Many Negro women, like their white 
sisters, must resort to man-made devices 
to achieve glamour. Bountiful bosoms 
are the style today, and to attain this 
modish effect falsies—some call them 
“gay deceivers” or “cheaters” —are used. 
And the reason for their use is obvious: 
women have not been equally favored 
by nature. 

All women have two breasts, one usu- 


them out by gentle massaging with their 
finger tips. 

But standards of beauty are different 
the world over. Several African tribes 
have a practice of tightly binding the 
breasts at the top to force them down- 
ward. The harmful custom of wearing 
tight, shawl-like garments to shrivel the 
breasts was such a prevalent custom in 
parts of Europe that a nursing mother 
was a rarity. Infant mortality as a re- 
sult was as high as 40 and 50 per cent. 

On the other hand, the brown beau- 
ties of Bali have firm, pointed breasts 
that remain erect even when they lie 
down, while some Spanish and Sicilian 


The ad states specifically that “we 
make no claims, promises or representa- 
tions of any kind whatever for this 
cream. We want YOU to be the sole 
judge of what it may do for YOU.” The 
price is slightly more than $3, money 
back “cheerfully” if the customer is not 
“delighted.” 

A much easier way to acquire a beau- 
tiful bust is to patronize stores like the 
one in New York that used to boast: 


What God has forgotten 


We can stuff with cotton. 


But the falsies are not made only for 
the “forgotten (Continued on Page 71) 
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By Jim Goodrich 
tw PETERSON, strapping and 
fleet-fingered young piano virtuoso 
out of Canada only since 1949, is un- 
doubtedly the most refreshing and ap- 
pealing attraction on jazz recordings in 
the U.S. today. Exhibiting a daring key- 
board style in true musical taste and with 
delicate finesse, the personable onetime 
student of the classics has already caught 
on enough with jazzophiles around the 
nation to make him a big seller on wax. 

The pattern with which Peterson is 
currently scoring so handsomely -on 
records has set many experts to compar- 
ing him, favorably or unfavorably, with 
the established great jazz pianists. Some 
connoisseurs of the popular idiom claim 
that his stylings are nothing more than 
a very, very good imitation of Tatum, 
Garner, Cole and Shearing. Others, how- 
ever, argue that what the talented Ca- 
nadian is playing is the newest and most 
exciting thing in keyboard artistry. 

One side of the Peterson controversy 
or the other, no one will deny the man’s 
His keyboard caperings are 
equally fluid and facile at a slow or fast, 


versatility. 


bop or blues tempo. 

For a nifty snatch of Peterson toying 
around with a ballad in his own cunning 
way, Mercury is currently offering him 
on a dandy disc, Tenderly Debut, with 
ex-Dizzy Gillespie star Ray Brown on 
rhythm bass. The duo of sweet ditties, 
masterpieces in piano mood painting, 
have strong juke or cozy-nook appeal. 

Peterson’s ivory tickling is amazingly 
smooth, even when he plays fast tunes at 
a clip that (Continued on Page 70) 
5 





STARS AND NUMBERS 


a born from January 20 to Feb- 

ruary 18 glorify the eleventh sign of 
the Zodiac, Aquarius, which is known as 
the water-bearer. It is a fixed sign which 
implies that its members are rather firm 
in their convictions, like to do their own 
thinking and have a natural inclination 
to feel that they know best how to con- 
duct themselves or to handle any situa- 
tion. 

Aquarius is one of the serving signs, 
and demands of its members an interest 
in the well-being and progress of others. 
Thus to be at one’s best, and to gain the 
most from life’s journey, it is well to 
follow pursuits which provide an out- 
let where your own experience and edu- 
cation is helpful to others. 
literature and the sciences provide ex- 
cellent fields for your talents. It is said 
that there are more persons born under 
Aquarius in the Hall of Fame than any 
other group of the Zodiac. 


Art, music, 


Among outstanding Negroes born 
under the sign of Aquarius are baseball 
star Jackie Robinson (January 31), 
singer Todd Duncan (February 12), 
Jersey Joe Wolcott (January 31) and 
architect Paul Williams (February 18). 

You of Aquarius are gifted with the 
faculty of character readings and can 
see through people’s designs and motives. 
Aquarius feel and sense the needs of 
others and readily go to their assistance 
with a friendly and helpful attitude. You 
have magnetic healing powers which 
should ever be encouraged. Many of 
your sign readily take to the study of 
the occult sciences, astrology, the super- 
natural and research. Your sign is one 
of the most social of all the signs and 
with your vivacious and friendly manner, 
you can easily gain the spotlight and be- 
come the life of the party. 

Your choice of mate or business part- 
ner is of great importance for harmony 
as well as success and happiness. You 
should be very careful in your choice 
because your temperament is not always 


YOUR 


conventional tendencies. As first choig 
you can expect the best results with oy 
born unae: the signs Gemini or Liby 
then Aries, Sagittarius or Leo. Ther 
often is a natural attraction of Aquariy 
and Leo. 

The number 4 is assigned to Aquarix, 
this being the number of the plang 
Uranus which governs this sign. Num. 
bers 2, 6, 8 are your affinity number, 
This is a méney month for those wh 
have the background with the number 
3, 6 and 9 to the fore. 

Romance and affairs of the heart'wher 
sentiment and deep feelings sway you 
emotions attain a new high in February, 

In your application of a color schem 
to dress, selection of a car, home or bus. 
ness environment, you can find plaids 
tartans and mixed tones appealing. An 
bian Bouquet is a perfume and Peppe. 
wort an incense for Aquarians. 

The following days in the month d 
February that are more promising wher 
personal application counts are as {ol 
lows: 

For Aries: 3, 6, 7, 12, 16, 18. 

For Taurus: 5, 7, 11, 12, 14, 16,18. 

For Gemini: 4, 5, 10, 12, 14, 21, 25. 

For Cancer: 1, 3, 5, 7, 10, 12, 17, 20, 
21, 26. 

For Leo: 1, 8, 11, 16, 21, 24, 26. 

For Virgo: 4, 5, 10, 12, 14, 21, 25. 

For Libra: 5, 7, 11, 12, 14, 16, 18, 2% 

For Scorpio: 3, 6, 7, 16, 18, 28. 

For Sagittarius: 3, 6, 7, 11, 12, 17, 26 

For Capricorn: 3, 4, 7, 10, 12, 19, 26 

For Aquarius: 5, 6, 7, 12, 21, 24, 26. 

For Pisces: 2, 6, 8, 12, 14, 15, 20, 21, 
26. 

Should there be any readers who do 
not know what sign of the Zodiac under 
which they were born, this column wil 
furnish this information upon receipt of 

a self-addressed, stamped envelope. Write 
Tan Confessions, 1820 S. Michigan Ave. 
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By Helen Sides 
sani DO you do for diversion? 


Can it be something that is harmful 
to you? You may not have given much 
thought to the matter but diversion is a 
form of evasion and there are causes. 
Taking the science of handwriting anal- 
ysis, which reveals character traits, as a 
guide, let us see if we are benefiting 
from our own individual diversion. This 
can be done by comparing your own 
writing with the specimens of handwrit- 
ing discussed in this article. 

Take the writer that makes large lower 
loops (fig. 1) which indicate a vivid 
imagination. You will observe that the 


fig. / 


ul chegdt Simca 
sais iyo 


fie. 2 


a ~ o 
Me 


space between the letters is compara- 
tively narrow and reveals an introspec- 
tive outlook, a tendency to consider self 
too much. 

He also has an idealistic trend where 
the affections are concerned. Possessive- 
ness and emotionalism are also shown. 
Here we have indications of a mind that 
is vividly imaginative. This imagination 
may be used to color unpleasant condi- 
tions. Now if this writer indulges in “af- 
fairs” he should be careful not to fool 
himself into believing that he is serious 
when he is really only “killing time.” 
This type of writer will have a tendency 
to endow the person whom he is tem- 
porarily interested in, with virtues and 
qualities which they do not possess. 
When he awakens and discovers that his 
ideal is only a false image, the resulting 
disillusion can be harmful, causing re- 
sentment and frustration. 

In the next specimen of writing (fig. 
2) is revealed a feeling of inferiority. 
Note the low “t” bars with light pressure. 
The unusual large lower loops reveal an 












imagination (Continued on Page 56) 
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By Jane Walters 


HERE IS something about the ex- 

citement and glamour of high school 
that sometimes turns a sweet little girl 
into a high and mighty princess, or worse 
yet, an insufferable snob. Dates, parties, 
societies, ball games and the hundred- 
and-one little groups and cliques girls 
would rather die than not belong to, 
coupled with this business of changing 
from mere adolescence to a sophisticated 
young adult often goes to her head. She 
just can’t take it without becoming high 
hat with old friends and impossible to 
‘he folks at home. 

Most girls (boys too) go through a 
short phase of pseudo-maturity, then be- 
once again their own lovable 

Others, like Mary Jane Jones, 
elect to remain world of 
school, creating an ever-widening gulf 


come 
selves. 
in a dream 
between it and home. 

She wishes to goodness she had been 
born with one of those silver spoons in 
her pert mouth, to parents who were 
loaded with dough and surrounded by 
servants like the parents of her new 
friend, Sue Ellen. Sue’s family is prob- 
ably the only one in Little Town or in 
her neighborhood of Big Town that can 
boast of such wealth and splendor, and if 
Mary Jane could be more objective, get 
that rose-colored haze out of her pretty 
black eyes long enough to see Sue’s home 
as it really is, much of the glitter would 
disappear. 

Right now every girl and boy Mary 
Jane knows lives in a castle while she 
lives in a lowly hut. Her father is a Pull- 
man porter and her mother does day 
work in a private family. The house is 
clean, of course, and she has enough to 
eat—nothing fancy like sliced oranges 
and four o’clock tea, but good food and 
nourishing. 

But Mary Jane can’t bring her friends 
home to dinner or let her new boy friend 
pick her up at home because she is 
ashamed to let them see where and how 


she lives. She can’t bear to have them 
see the shabby living room with the big 
worn spot in the rug, or the old- 
fashioned doilies on the backs of the 
cheaply upholstered chairs. She doesn’t 
want them to know that she hasn’t even a 
room of her own, and that Granny, who 
made those darned doilies, smokes a 
corncob pipe. Mary Jane is suddenly em- 
barrassed by her mother’s grammar, the 
clothes her father wears. So she makes 
many excuses to her fine friends at the 
new school, hoping against hope that 
they will never find their way to her door. 

It probably never occurred to Mary 
Jane that her father took that other job 
at the barbershop on his days in, so that 
he could give her extra money for books 
and lab fees. Or that her mother works 
for Miss Allen so that daughter can have 
pretty clothes like the other girls. And 
that worn rug, the shabby furniture are 
symbols of the sacrifices they are making 
so that their only child might have the 
education they were denied. 

So Mary Jane goes on hurting them 
and making herself look pretty silly all 
because she is afraid that if the kids at 
school saw her home, met her folks, they 
would drop her like a hot tuber. She is 
so very wrong. 

First of all, parents alone have never 
yet made a gal popular. To be liked 
she must have something on the ball her- 
self, must be sweet and intelligent and a 
good sport. And if she really rates, the 
gang can have just as much fun—prob- 
ably more—at her house than at a home 
like Sue’s. It is a feeling of warmth and 
cheerfulness that makes a house a home, 
not gold chairs and liveried servants. It 
is mother’s homemade cake and her de- 
licious hot chocolate on a cold winter 
night that makes the gang come back for 
more, no matter how many verbs Ma 
splits or participles she leaves dangling. 
And a jovial Dad whose face lights up in 
smiles when the (Continued on Page 49) 
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At lost . . . an amazing new invention that will 
do miracles for the larger-than-average woman! 
ADJUST-O-MAGIC allows you to mold the youthful 
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figure-molding support, undreamed-of comfort in- 
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BELOVED 


A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 
Conducted By Frances Abegail Jackson 


EAR Mrs. Jackson: My husband and I 
have been married ten years. We have 
gotten along fine together, but for the last year 
he has been going out nights and staying until 
mornings. When I| ask him where he has been, 
he tells me to shut up. People have told me 
they have seen him with other women and 
that he also rides them in his car. He used to 
be very good to me, now he is so different. So 
please tell me what to do. I still love my hus- 
band. 
Mrs. Carolyn H. 
Dear Carolyn: If you were able to keep your 
husband happy and faithful for nine years, | 
have a suspicion that you are probably some- 
what to blame for his running around this past 
year. And the fact that he is running around 
with other women rather than a certain woman 
makes it more evident that he is seeking some- 
thing that he can no longer find at home. Check 
yourself carefully. Do you still keep yourself 
attractive? Do you still let him know that you 
love him? Do you still treat him as you did 
during the nine years he was a faithful and 
loving husband? Check up on yourself, Caro- 
lyn, and perhaps you will find why your hus- 
band has begun to roam. 


Dear Frances: My problem is about some- 
one whom I think I love very much but I don’t 
know if he loves me. We started going together 
in June of ’50 and we quit for the first time 
the last of October. 

When we are alone, he tells me he loves me 
a whole lot. But when he sees me out at 
dances, etc., he acts as though he doesn’t know 
me. I told him we might as well call it quits 
but later I wanted him back and we went back, 
but he started acting the same so we are 
through for good now | guess. But I still love 
him and think he cares a little about me. What 
should I do about my problem. 

Miss D. J. S. 

Dear D. J. S.—My advice would be to forget 
about him. Any man, unless he is terribly 
bashful, will be proud to show off the girl he 
truly loves. The man who is wonderfully lov- 
ing in private and yet ignores you in public 
is up to no good. You had better fall out of 
love in a hurry if you want to avoid tears and 
heartache later on. 


Dearest Francis: I am writing you to see if 
you can help me with my problems. I am 
married and have three children. But my hus- 
band still cares a lot for other women. It seems 
to me that he gives all my affection to them. 
He never asks me to go places with him such as 
the movies, night clubs, etc. I left him one 
time on account of the woman he was going 
with. I guess I did wrong when I came back. 
I think he courts just like he did before we 
got married. Can you tell me how I can win 
his affection and get him to take me out? 

Mrs. Mildred O. 

Dear Mildred: A woman with three children 

and a husband with a roving eye is in pretty 


bad shape. As you have found out, leaving 
is not too easy for no woman with child 
likes to break up her home and will take 
more than will the woman without chi 
before calling it quits. You seem to ask 
little, just the ordinary, decent treatment { 
any married woman deserves from her 
band—love, faithfulness and an oc 
night out together for recreation. 

Perhaps you can get this through first pl 
ning family outings. Coax your husband ig 
promising the children a picnic or movie t 
or something along that line. After you a 
your husband and the three children have bes 
out together several times, get your best 
friend’s husband to invite you and your 
band to go to the movies or a night club 
them some evening. After several de 
dates with other couples, you should be able: 
talk him into taking you out by yourself. 
him so busy ‘with the children and 
affairs that he has little time for chasing aj 
other women. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I have recently left Q 
cago to come to California because my hf 
band’s father promised to give us a home ifm 
came out here. But since we have been hem 
we have had to stay with his father and 
mother and we are constantly arguing 
him spanking the children all the time. 
husband has gotten so everything his fath 
says he should do, he does it. When I try 
tell him not to do this or that or tell him son 
thing that his step-mother did wrong, he 
I am trying to make something out of ne 
I am expecting another child and they 
me upset all of the time. I love him 
much, Please what can I do. 

Mrs. Ella B. 

Dear Ella: Like thousands of other fami 
throughout the country, you seem to be t 
victim of the housing shortage. It seems 
most impossible for a couple to live in h 
with their in-laws. Your best bet is for 
and your family to move into separate q 

-preferably far enough away from your 
laws so that they won’t be daily visitors 
yet close enough so that the families can 
together often enough to keep your husb 
happy. 

If it proves impossible to get a house 
apartment and you find that you must conti 
living with your in-laws, it might be a g 
idea to go to the family minister, explain 
story to him and see if you can’t get him @ 
talk to them (of course without letting 
know that you have been to see him) about the 
problems involved in the parents’ interfering) 
in the married life of their children. 
older people who will not listen to anyone 
will pay heed to the words of their mini 
But your best bet is to convince your hush 
that you should get your own apartment @ 
home. After all, when he took you to wife 
automatically assumed that obligation. 
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MY HEART BETRAYED ME 


'T asked antxiously, praying 
to cover the amount I “T’ve got to have 236 
much more than tha 
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“) ou mean you know what's been going on between your hushand and Carolyn?” 
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back to redeem them. Please, mister, 
I—I’ve simply got to have that money. 
There’s something I’ve got to buy 
back . . .” My voice broke as I fought 
to hold back the tears and I suddenly 
felt both defeated and foolish, standing 
there about to bare my own personal 
troubles before this smug little pawn- 
broker. 

Then I heard his gruff, impatient 
voice addressing me harshly, “Okay, 
okay, lady. Keep your problems to your- 
self. Three hundred dollars and that’s 
as far as I’m going—and you better 
come back for this stuff in thirty days 
or I’m getting rid of it.” 

[ watched him count out the bills and 
thanked him earnestly and gratefully. 
Then stuffing the money into my purse, 
I rushed out of the shop and started up 
Seventh Avenue. A cool September rain 
had already begun to beat down in 
steady torrents as I walked along, clutch- 
ing my purse tightly and bending for- 
ward to protect my face against the 


to him all the unhappiness I had caused 
even if I bought back the necklace and 
got him clear of the charges. 

It didn’t seem possible that I could 
have been such a blind, gullible fool, 
wrecking his life as well as my own, 
walking out on him, without once stop- 
ping to think that I could have been as 
wrong as the people who were prompt- 
ing me to doubt and mistrust him. | 
had been a fool, a miserable, jealous 
vixen, loving Greg as I did. 

I should have realized from the be- 
ginning that I was being egged on, de- 
ceived into thinking that my husband 
was a cheat, but it never once crossed 
my mind that Howard Barton, in spite 
of being Greg’s best friend, could also 
be his most treacherous enemy, deliber- 
ately destroying our happiness with his 
traitorous lies. 

Greg had been out of town when 
Howard first began planting his seeds of 
jealousy to save his own face. 

We had been sitting there having a 


When Howard Barton planted the seeds of jealousy 
in Helen’s mind, she was so sure that her husband 


was unfaithful that all it 


took to confirm her sus- 


picions was a cocker spaniel on the loose 





slashing downpour, I began to think 
about Greg sitting there in jail—dis- 
graced, penniless, a branded thief. 

I couldn’t bear to think of it. Thief! 
It was such an ugly word, especially the 
way one of the Harlem papers had 
splashed it across the front-page in 
writing up Greg. “Harlem Jewelry Store 
Owner Turns Thief to Foot Bills for Nite 
Club Singer.” 

How awful they had made it sound! 
g wasn’t a thief—at least not in the 
way they had pictured him. But there 
wasn’t any use now trying to explain 


Gre 


things to anyone; they simply wouldn’t 
understand. Sure, he had done a wrong 
thing in selling Mrs. Vincent’s pearl 
necklace without her knowledge, then 
spending the money. But if Greg was a 
thief, then I too was a thief. I was as 
For if it 
hadn’t been for my own stupid jeal- 


much to blame as he was. 


ousies, none of this would ever have 
happened. I realized that now, and I 
realized too that I could never make up 
12 


few drinks and watching television when 
suddenly I felt his arms slip around my 
shoulders and in one brief, impulsive 
moment his mouth had found mine, 
hard, determined, impassioned. 

“Howard!” I gasped, struggling free. 
Instinctively my hand flew to his face. 
“You get out of here this instant! And 
when Greg comes back I’m going to 
tell him what a sneak and a cheat he’s 
got for a friend!” 

Howard had only sat there grinning, 
rubbing his face where I had slapped 
him, but looking a little pleased at hav- 
ing kissed me. “Aw c’mon,” he said 
thickly, “ain’t no harm in a little kiss. 
Me and Greg used to change all the 
time before he got married. Share and 
share alike, that was us. Besides you 
ought to have a little fun yourself some- 
times. He still does.” 

His last words had caught me com- 
pletely off guard. “Just what do you 
mean?” I shot back angrily. 

Howard hesitated, realizing that he 






had said more than he should hay 
“Nothing. Nothing at all. Just forget 
I said. You go on living in your j 
dream world and we'll keep on } 
just one big happy family.” 

“You still haven’t answered my 
tion,” I persisted. “Just what fun doy 
mean Greg is still having?” 












“Aw forget it, Helen. I make ay 
at you and right away you want | 
take me through a third degree. You 
tell Greg what you please, but if yg 
haven’t already heard what’s going o 










then skip it. I’m going home.” t 
I could tell from the tone of his voig 
that there was much more to be said thy 
I needed to know. Pretending to be ove 
my anger, I tried a new approach fp 
find out what he had meant. 
“Look, Howard,” I said cheerfully 
“you needn’t worry about my telling 
Greg about what happened here this 
evening, and [ don’t want you to think 
either that I’ve been altogether bling 
about what’s been going on. | think] 
know my husband as well, if not better, 
than you do. But I’m satisfied being } ' 
Greg Masterson. So suppose we both for 
get about what happened. It'll be better 
for all concerned.” 
“You mean—you mean you know 
about what’s been going on _ betwem 
your husband and Carolyn?” He wa 
looking at me half expecting. 
“Carolyn?” I echoed. 
“Yeah. You know. Carolyn Winters, 
the singer down at the Flame Lounge.” 
“Oh, her,” I laughed. “Sure. Greg and 
I have talked about her dozen of times. 
She was an old flame or something o 
other before we got marired, wasnt 
she? I don’t see where there’s anything 
to know about her. She still buys a lit 
tle jewelry now and then down at the 
store, but that’s all there is to it. She’s 
just another customer.” 
“Yeah, that’s right,” Howard said 
dryly, “just another customer . . .” And 
with that he was out the door and gone. 









































ATER, that night as I sat alone im 

my bedroom, I couldn’t help think 
ing about how Howard had looked at 
me as he had started out the door. There 
was a kind of pitying look on his face 
as though he really did feel sorry for mé 
I was both baffled and curious. Was 
there really something I should know 
























thily listening to Greg as he waited on 
} } 

i shoppers. In my own jealous mind T began to put mean- 

to the ordinary. triendly conversation that would pass 


between them. 





about Greg and Carolyn Winters? What 
had Howard meant by saying, if / hadn’t 
already heard what’s going on? Surely 
he wouldn’t have hinted at Greg cheat- 
ing on me unless there really was some 
basis for it. All that night I tossed and 
tossed in my sleep, uneasy about what 
Howard had said, yet feeling certain that 
somehow Greg was carrying on an out- 
side affair. 

The next day I was determined to find 
out more. | waited until after Greg had 
unpacked and finished showering before 
I dared to start my questioning. Then, 
in a voice almost choked with emotion, 
I fairly hurried through my carefully 
rehearsed sentences. 

“Greg?” I started, “I didn’t know you 
had seen Carolyn Winters recently.” 

He looked up, a little surprised at 
hearing the name. “Recently?” A puz- 
zled expression came over his face. “I 
didn’t know that I had, either. I haven’t 
seen her since that last time she was in 
the store—you remember, about two 
months ago. Was I supposed to have 
seen her somewhere since?” 

“T don’t know. That’s what I’m asking 
you...” 

“Now look here, Helen,” he inter- 
rupted. “I don’t know what it is you’re 
trying to get at, but suppose we settle 
it right now. We’ve been through all 
this before about Carolyn, and I thought 
we had that all settled. But if you insist 
on listening to some busybody who’s 
got nothing better to do than gossip 
about other people’s affair, then I—I—” 

“You what?” I said icily. 

“Aw, Helen, please let’s not quarrel. 
You know as well as | that everything 
was over between me and Carolyn long 
before we got married. She’s going her 
way, and we're going ours. If she wants 
to come in the shop once in a while and 
buy a piece of jewelry or something, 
okay. But that’s as far as it goes.” Then 
walking over to me and tilting my face 
up to meet his, he kissed me gently as 
though trying to reassure me of what he 
had said. 

If I had left matters as they stood at 
that moment, both of us would have been 
far better off, but Howard’s words kept 
running through my mind and [ still 
had no proof that he wasn’t a liar. All 
that day I found myself stealthily listen- 
ing to Greg as (Continued on Page 80) 
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“Fou mean—the three of us will all live together2” | aske d unbelievingly. 











It was a strange three-cornered love affair 


until Roy finally convinced Phyllis to marry him 


but he was in for a surprise when she 


_asked him to go out and find Tony on their wedding night 


I CONSIDERED myself a sophisticated man of the world, 
| * ultra-modern when it came to the ordinary conventions of 
| society, but when my bride asked me to bring another man 
Eto her on our wedding night, I learned I was no more im- 
| mune to the sickening pangs of jealousy than any other nor- 
»mal man in love with a beautiful woman. Yet, because all 
imy life I had posed as a rebel against the rules and customs 
“ordinary” people lived by, I had to do as she asked. So I 
Heft Marian lying on what was to have been our nuptial bed 
and went out in search of Tony, my best friend . . . 

To appreciate the weird—and to some people, shocking— 
Hituation, you’d have to know the closed circle of friends 
‘Marian, Tony and I revolved in. The three of us had at- 
tended college together and after graduation had naturally 
pgravitated to a group of former classmates who lived in 
Chicago as we did. Our life was a continuation of the free 
and easy days and nights we’d had down at school. 

Those were some wild times we had on campus, a bunch of 
| crazy kids sharing roadsters, gin and dates. I’d known Tony, 
| aslim, good-looking youth, since we were in kneepants. We 
Were constantly together and vowed we’d go to the same 


school even though he was going to be an artist and I chose a 
place where I thought I could have fun. I was going to school 
only because it was expected of me. It was the thing to do. I 
knew that some day I’d take over my Dad’s business, Roy 
Banks Realtors, but figured that there were plenty of old- 
timers in the office who would do the actual work. 

I liked to think of myself as a playboy and spent most of 
my time building up a reputation to match my idea of what 
I was. I played the field and every weekend my date would 
be a different girl. Sometimes it would be a double date, be- 
cause I| liked to have Tony around. He was lots of fun and 
fitted right in. I didn’t mind footing the bills for the four 
of us. As a matter of fact, it bolstered my big shot pose. 

It was during those carefree college days that we began 
this business of exchanging girl friends. Usually, I was the 
one who managed to steal the girls Tony discovered, now and 
then passing on to him one I had become bored with. There 
were no set rules, things just seemed to happen that way. 
Looking back, I guess the fact that I was a free spender and 
had a car had a lot to do with it. Anyway, it worked out swell 
—at least for me. (Continued on Page 67) 
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se "4 “He can't go on like this. You say you love me, that there ist 


> another woman, but still you don’t want me. Why? 


Hungry for love, Nora found a strange magnetism in 


another man when her husband could not respond 


to her affection. She fought his physical attraction 


vainly until the night she stood at the brink of 


adultery and then she found a new hope... 


HAD entered Uncle Ray’s reception 

office at the sound of the buzzer, but 
instead of the woman with the 2 o’clock 
appointment, it was a handsome stranger 
who smiled down at me. My heart raced 
and I felt my cheeks burning for some 
strange reason when he asked for Dr. 
Barnes. 
couldn’t speak, then managed to falter, 


For a long, tense moment I 


“Your name, sir?” 

“I’m Lawrence Taylor, the new phar- 
macist,” he answered, smiling slightly. 

» Fe 


increased. “Have a seat, Mr. Taylor,” I 


.” I gasped and my confusion 


said, knowing he must be wondering 
what sort of doctor’s assistant I was with 
so little efficiency and professional poise. 
By the time I’d announced him to Uncle 
Ray and returned, I regained some of my 
composure. “Dr. Barnes will see you 
now, I told him, indicating the open 
door. 

“Now, what brought that on?” | won- 
dered as I sat down at my desk and took 
out the doctor’s appointment book to 
check the day’s schedule of patients. 
“You're acting like a silly schoolgirl,” I 
scolded myself. But deep within me, I 
felt it was more than that. 

Had I been denied love so long that I 
had begun to be susceptible to the physi- 
cal attractions of other men—even this 
Lawrence Taylor, a total stranger? 

Was this what happened when a wife 
was unable to arouse her husband? 

Would my turn 


love-starved heart 


to any man now that my husband no 
longer responded to me? 

These questions ran riot through my 
confused mind and I had to face my 
problem squarely once and for all. { had 
to admit to myself that Chuck and I were 
We were husband and 
wife in name only . . . 

I had met Chuck Ames, a tall good- 
looking fellow with a proud angle to his 
lean brown jaw, when I first came to 
Cleveland from a small town in Ohio 
seven years ago. I lived with my Uncle 
Ray, a successful doctor, and Aunt Nan, 
who welcomed me with open arms and 
regarded me as their “daughter.” I was 
just as much their child as Tim, my 
cousin. Tim was a typical college student, 
full of life and fun, and it was through 
him that I met Chuck. 
the fellows and girls we ran around with 
all teased me because of the way that 
Chuck, usually shy and retiring, had 
gone overboard for me. “Nora may be 
from the sticks,” they kidded, “but she 
sure grabbed off the best catch in town!” 

It hadn’t been quite like that, though. 
I liked Chuck and we started dating al- 
most from the first, but I hadn’t been 
swept off my feet. But gradually, I fell 
in love with him, my affection growing 
as I learned to know him better. Mean- 
while, Uncle Ray had taken me into his 
office and trained me as his assistant. At 
first, I continued to work after our 
(Continued on Page 73) 
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living a sham. 


I remember how 


marriage in 





I FOUGHT my way back to consciousness through a thin 
veil of pain, all that remained of the black nothingness of 
labor I had just experienced. As if from a great distance | 
saw the efficient, square-jawed nurse standing by my bed 
holding in her arms a blanket-wrapped bundle. “You’ve got a 
fine baby boy, Mrs. Sparks,” she said with a smile. “Seven 
pounds, three ounces. His father will certainly be proud!” 

The words that should have made me the happiest woman 
alive brought a flood of stinging tears to my eyes and | 
twisted my face on the pillow to hide my shame and anguish. 
“Yes,” I silently agreed, “his father would be proud. But— 
who is his father?” 

She carefully transferred the baby to my arms and the 
feel of the small, squirming mass of brown flesh brought back 
those dreary childhood days when as regularly as clockwork 
each year I would greet a new little brother or sister. Babies 
one after another. . . 

I guess it was a chance finally to break away from that dull 
routine of life with my ever-increasing family that made me 
ripe for my romance with David. In addition to the hard- 
ships of always having to do without things so there would 
be enough to go around, the fact that I was the eldest made 


me “mother’s little helper.” I had to give far more affection 
than I got. Mother and Dad were so busy just “trying to 
make ends meet,” that I suppose none of their children ever 
got all the love and personal attention we needed. 

I remember the day | graduated from high school. It was 
a bright sunshiny day in June and I was getting dressed to go 


to our class luncheon. Everything was just perfect as I took 
down the organdy dress I’d made. Then I heard a heavy 
footstep on the stairs and Dad’s voice singing loudly and my 
beautiful world collapsed. He was high as a Georgia pine! 
Dad rarely drank, but when he did, it was always in celebra- 
tion of something. 

I threw on my robe and went into the kitchen. “Please, Dad, 
did you have to start so soon?” I begged, leading him to a 





chair. 
“Didn’ start soon ’nough,” he mumbled. “Time to cele- 
& 


brate.” 

“But I don’t graduate until tonight, Dad. At least you 
might have waited!” I felt heartsick, because | wanted him 
and Mother to be at the first graduation in the family. But in 


his present condition— 
“Not celebratin’ for you, honey-child,” he said with a 
bitter laugh. “It’s for me—jus’ lost m’ job.” 
I couldn’t afford to let his bad news upset me, so I started 
making some strong coffee, chattering away as I worked. 
bd Maybe I could sober him up. Then, before I could pour the 


black liquid into him, I heard my mother’s voice, unusually 
weak and strained calling from her bedroom. “Bea—— 
Bea——!” I dashed into the room (Continued on Page 53) 


Bea’s longing for affection during David’s long absences on 
the road made her an easy target for Stan’s smooth kind of 


romance. She lived to regret her trespasses when she became an 
expectant mother and her husband told her he was sterile 











t hetore the ground floated away 
my feet, | heard him. whts- 
“Like | said. baby it’s tate Bhd 








Paul said it is better for a man to marry than to 


. > ° > 
so Jessie Mae, ’'m asking you to marry me. 
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‘d the deacon’s offer of marriage. 
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A MINISTER 


6Q@'ATAN’S AGENTS may be among us, trying to sow the 

sinful seeds of worldliness and temptations of the flesh,” 
the Deacon declared from the pulpit, “but I say to you, 
brothers and sisters, the Lord’s program cannot be stopped in 
any way, shape or form!” 

There was a chorus of fervent “amens” from the front pew 
of the church and one or two of the worshippers craned their 
necks and shot holier-than-thou glances in my direction. | 
stared right back. I knew what they were thinking—Jessie 
Mae, the wild, headstrong daughter of Sister Lucy Williams, 
was the devil’s agent in Tomkinsville. I was the evil influence 
in the lives of the good church folk—especially the men. The 
Deacon was talking directly to me and I knew that in the 
smug minds of the men and women around me they were 























saying, “No better for her!” 

But I cared less than nothing about their opinion of me. 
They sat there so stiff and sanctimonious on Sundays and 
at Wednesday night prayer meetings, yet practically any one 
of them was a bigger sinner than I—even the smooth-talking 
Deacon West, posing up there on the rostrum as a model of 
religious virtue. What I couldn’t tell about him! 

The church service droned on. I shut my eyes and ears to 
the singing and shouting and praying that went on around 
me and thought back to that day -when Deacon West had 
shown that he himself was subject to the temptations of 















Satan... 

Mother was a hardworking widow, one of those faithful 
church members who never miss a meeting. She used to drag 
me along with her and dare me to even fidget. By the time 
I was 12, I knew by heart all the sermons, the right places to 
shout “hallelujah!” and exactly when to break into the stir- 
ring rhythms of a spiritual. 

I was 16 when I discovered that a mask of holiness often 
hides a lustful heart. It was at a Sunday school picnic that I 
got my first taste of what is in store for a young, attractive 
(Continued on Page 56) 















girl who is exposed to the roving 





he turned his wrath upon her but she had her vengeance by enticing his son 
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Los Angeles girl tells how she reached pinnacle of success 
in glamorous dream world of French fashions 


Ue Sus Mod 


AM a Paris model. For more than a year I have been 
| * a model for the world-famous fashion house of Robert 
© Piguet, located in the circle of the very fashionable Rond 
= Point des Champs-Elysees. I have been one of the Piguet 
= mannequins—one of eight girls—as far as the public goes; 
| but in the trade I am the vedette, the star at Piguet’s. 
| Thinking back over what happened to me since I arrived 
) in France about a year and a half ago, I can’t help being one 
© of the happiest women in the world. I didn’t come to Paris 
= to be a model. I came half on a vacation, and half to study 
. European fashions so that I could improve my work in Los 
“Angeles where | had been living since 1943. I never dreamed 
not even in my wildest dreams—that I could in one year 
make a name for myself in the most glamorous profession in 
Nhe world, in the most glamorous city in the world. 

In one year I have become one of the highest-paid models 
fin Paris. I have modeled here longer than any other Ameri- 
bean girl. The gowns I’ve modeled have sold faster than any 
Pothers in the collection—I must have modeled about 10,000 
Sduring the past year. And Piguet has given me a name: 
© “The exciting beauty.” 
= Glamor, glamor, everywhere! And thrills that most girls 
dream about. I think my biggest thrill was when the Duchess 
of Windsor (the former Mrs. Wally Simpson) came into our 


| Ata sidewalk cafe on the famed Champs-Elysees, Dorothea indulges 
fin coke and the favorite Parisian pastime of watching the crowds. 


BY DOROTHEA TOWLES 


shop one day and I modeled some things for her. I was 
really thrilled when she bought one of the suits—a very 
simple suit, really—that I had worn for her. 

A friend asked why she had chosen this particular suit, and 
the Duchess replied: “Because it’s durable. It’s a suit you'll 
be seeing me wearing five years from now.” 

On another occasion, an Italian boy who had come to the 
showing with his mother, asked me could he have my auto- 
graph. I was very happy to give it to him. 

I’ve had proposals by the dozens, but I accepted that as 
being part of the job. Most models get a lot of proposals 
from men, especially in Europe, that they’ve never seen be- 
fore and never expect to see again. But for my part, being 
already married, I paid them no attention except to smile and 
say thank you. 

One other thing that pleased me particularly was the time 
when the young men of a Paris technical school came to our 
showing to select two models to be their guests for a day. I 
was one of the girls chosen—and we two were the only 
women on the campus for the big occasion. We had a won- 
derful time. They wined and dined us and really made us 
feel like queens. 

These little incidents may seem unimportant to some people, 
but to me, a newcomer in a city where you can see beautiful 


Riding in a fiacre is not inexpensive but there is no better nor 
more relaxing way to enjoy the beauty of the wide boulevards. 
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Visits to beauty parlor come more regu- 
larly for Dorothea than for the average 
girl since living depends upon grooming. 























Fitter helps models make their quick 
changes during the showings (below) 
which take place almost every day 
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women everywhere you turn, it meant 
that I was becoming recognized. At first, 
when people used to stop and stare at me 
on the street, and ask me who I was, I 
naturally thought they just had a lot of 
nerve. Now I feel good about it. I 
realize that my color is a real asset, and 


= what they’re really doing is paying a 


compliment to good grooming and to a 
person who looks different. 

My first break in Paris came a few 
days after I got here, on July 10, 1949. 
I went by Christian Dior’s to see his 
latest creations, because I had heard a lot 
about his famous house and models. 
You'll have to imagine how I felt—I 
can’t tell you because it was such a thrill 
—when he asked me right “ff the bat, 
“Can you stay this afternoon and model 
some things for me?” 

Me! Asked by Dior to wear some of 
his beautiful things the very first time | 
walked into his place. How would you 
feel? Well, I probably felt the same 
way. Bnt, nervous or not, I must have 
done a good job, because he gave me 
further work to do. Not a regular job, 
but it was fairly often and I got paid and 
it was the finest experience in the world. 
I really should have paid him for the 
chance. 

That was the beginning—and things 
moved fast after that. I hadn’t made up 
my mind about when I was going back 
to the States, but my lucky star settled 
everything by yanking me right into the 
fashion whirl. 

Dior gave me a letter to Madame 
Schiaparelli, another famous designer | 
was glad to meet. I met her, and worked 
for her for a month. More grand ex- 
perience, but not too much money. May- 
be I should say right here that, accord- 
ing to American standards, salaries paid 
in France are down. But money isn’t 
everything, and in my case I was happy 
to be learning. And since it doesn’t cost 
as much to live in France as it does in 
America, I found that what I was earning 
was enough to take care of my living 
expenses. 

After Schiaparelli’s, I got a chance to 
model for Jacques Fath, who is equally 
as famous in the fashion world as Dior 
or Schiaparelli. I forgot to mention it 
before, ‘but ‘at all these houses, as I be- 
came known, I got a chance to model 
I did 


magazine covers, and posed for adver- 


photographs as well as dresses. 








tisements—and soon my face began to 
appear in magazines all over France and 
in other countries as well. This extra 
pay helped me to keep going until | 
finally landed a regular job with Piguet, 

At Piguet’s I am known as Mlle 
Dorothea. The designer himself, the 
other mannequins, the dressmakers and 
the clients have all been wonderful to me. 
I have modeled many things for Ameri. 
cans and they have never been anything 
but pleasant. Outside the shop, I very 
rarely see the other girls. I’ve lived most 
of the year in a small hotel not far from 
the Opera—a very nice neighborhood, 
My room with maid service costs me 
about fifty dollars a month, and my food 
bill has averaged about the same. | 
haven’t kept books but I think I’ve 
managed to live comfortably on one 
hundred dollars a month. 

But best of all, out of my earnings as 
a Paris model for a year, I’ve actually 
saved some money! 

The only real trouble I’ve had has been 
with my work permit. Being a foreigner, 
and subject to the strict regulations on 
an outsider who might take bread out of 
a French person’s mouth, so to speak, 
I’ve had one headache after another try- 
ing to keep my work permit from being 
taken away from me. I thought more 
than once that I wouldn’t be able to 
finish the season at Piguet’s, but every 
time things looked bad, I managed to 
persuade the authorities to let me stay 
on the job. I’ve been to the Prefecture 
of Police so often, almost everybody 
around the place knows me by sight. 

The great American bugaboo—color 
—has not reared its ugly head since I’ve 
been in France; and I don’t think it will 
bother any other girl who tries to do 
what I have done. If you’ve got some- 
thing to offer (and can get a work per- 
mit), you have nothing else to worry 
about in Paris. I brought no color com- 
plex with me; I’ve never had one. ! 
enrolled at the Berlitz school of lan 
guages soon as I began modeling, so that 
I could talk to people around me in their 
own language. I have made lots of 
friends, and I think they accept me for 
what I am. When I go to Italy on a six- 
month contract in 195] to do some 
modeling, I hope to have as much sue- 
cess as I have had in France. [ am also 
set to appear in an Italian musical revue 
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being done by the director of the much- 
acclaimed movie Bicycle Thief. 


IF YOU can’t understand the fashion 
routine, it might be well to explain 
that designs for spring are shown in Feb- 
mary and winter fashions are shown in 
August. In other words, you freeze 
through the spring showing, and swelter 
during the fall showing. For our col- 
lection at Piguet’s this season, we worked 
three months like slaves before the show- 
ing began. Creations are made to en- 
hance the model’s personality. From start 
to finish, the gowns I wore in the show- 
ing were created by Piguet just for me. 
The same thing was true for the other 
girls—who are selected because they rep- 
resent a different type of beauty. 
My hair was black before. 
wanted a girl with red hair—so now it’s 
ted. We have a blonde, and a black- 
haired Italian countess (a real one), and 
the outdoor type of healthy English 
beauty, among the eight mannequins. 
On the personal side, I am 5 feet 7 
without heels. I have hazel eyes, weigh 
119 pounds, 33 bust, 22 waist, 33 hips 
I try to get 


Piguet 


and wear a size 714 shoe. 
eight hours of sleep every night, and 
confine my going-out to week-ends. As 
a model, being always on display, you 
have to stay organized and at your level 
best. I don’t have to worry about my 
diet, but I do go through my repertoire 
of about 50 exercises regularly. It took 
me two years to mold my figure the way 
I.wanted it, and now my exercises are 
stimulating—not drudgery. 

A model never knows when she will 
get a call. That’s why | emphasize the 
importance of being always at your best. 
well-groomed 


being always 


doesn’t apply solely to the jobs I get. It’s 


To me, 


away of living with me. 

I have to be inspired to work, and 
Paris has given me plenty of inspiration. 
Particularly because I am a foreigner, | 
have to be near perfection every hour 
ofthe day. I’m happy as a Paris model 
because I feel that I am making a definite 
contribution. I think it proves that we 
can produce our own kind of beauty—a 
beauty which is different and exciting. 

One of the happiest days of my life, | 
really think, was the day when Piguet’s 
showing of fall fashions was opened last 
August. Reporters, American buyers 


and wealthy clients were all jammed into 


the big room on the second floor where 
Nobody 


knew what was to be shown—nobody, 


the showing was to be held. 
that is, but Piguet, the designer, the 
dressmakers who had done the actual 
work, and the mannequins who were to 
show them off. 

All of the girls were nervous. I was so 
nervous | could hardly walk. This was to 
be the first big showing I had been in 
from start to finish, and we all hoped it 
would be a big success. Not only for 
ourselves, but for Piguet—whom we sel- 
dom saw except through the creations he 


He had a 


room above, and seldom put in an ap- 


sent down for us to wear. 


pearance where the dresses were made. 
Well, the show went over big and 
I did 


something I’ve hardly ever done before 


everybody knew it was a success. 
in my life. I was so happy about the 
whole thing that I grabbed Piguet when 
it was over and gave him a big kiss on 
both cheeks. 
when I[ kissed him, he gave me a big, big 


He doesn’t smile often, but 


grin and told me in French that this was 
a wonderful day for the house of Piguet. 
Afterward, he gave the mannequins and 
the staff a party, with enough champagne 
to float a ship. As long as I live, I'll 
never forget this happy occasion. 

But this was only the beginning. Each 
day, for months thereafter, we came to 
work around ten in the morning. We 
posed for photographs. We tried on new 
gowns as they were being added to the 
collection. We had lunch from twelve 
until two, then modeled the collection in 
the afternoon from three until five. Each 
girl modeled on the average of ten cos- 
tumes (sometimes as many as thirty), 
and walked on the average of two miles. 
Each dress has a name, and as we enter 
the big salon, the dress is announced by 
name. We walk across the room at least 
four times, and turn so that the cus- 
tomers can see the costume from every 
angle. We model everything from sports 
things to formal evening gowns. 

The most expensive outfit I’ve modeled 
this season was a gown that bore a price 
tag of one thousand dollars—and that’s 
a lot of money in French francs, 300,000, 
as a matter of fact. Most of my dresses 


run around three hundred dollars in 


price. I feel good about the fact that my 
dresses are the most expensive in the en- 


tire collection. (Continued on Page 70) 


Dorothea travels to work on world-famous 
Metro (Paris subway) which affords quick- 
est and cheapest mode of transportation. 


Dorothea chats with the barman of the 
Restaurant Fleur de Lys located in her 
hotel. She gets eight hours of sleep daily. 








If You Married 


ERROL GARNER 


7 OU couldn’t be a popoff. You wouldn’t go for flash or 
veneer because Errol dislikes anything but the real 
McCoy. If you married Errol Garner, you’d be regular, a 
good mixer. You'd have to be to land the soulful little piano 
stylist who, in the last couple of years or so, has niched a 
permanent spot for himself among the keyboard greats of all 
times. Errol is an easy-going fellow, the type who frequent- 
ly goes out of his way to get along with people. You 
wouldn’t find it hard hitting it off with him. 

Wed to Errol, you’d be understanding. You'd naturally 
expect such 4 popular and personable guy to be the apple in 
a lot of girls’ eyes. Yet that wouldn’t ruffle you too much. 
Because you’d know the only attraction any other female has 
for him is enveloped in his great desire to satisfy her as an 
entertainer, strictly from across the footlights. When he 
takes his final curtain call each night, you'll know that he’d 
be headed straight for your waiting arms. 

Away from the glitter of the stage and the shop talk, snug 
in whatever quarters you two share on the road or at home, 
you'd have your Errol all alone to yourself. You then would 
know what a warm feeling it is to have him say to you in 
his soft, mellow tones, “Honey, I’ll always love you.” 

Errol would kiss you, softly and passionately. Your heart 
would flutter, your breath would leave you momentarily. But 
once you'd regained your poise, you'd tell him in sweet 
whispers that you love him more than anything else in the 
world. You’d cuddle close. 

Your life with Errol would be good. A full life with just 
the right spicing of real excitement, gusto and mirth. You'd 
go for some good books, an occasional movie or legitimate 
show. A ball game once in a while. And, certainly, a regular 
trek to some local night spot to hear one of Errol’s favorite 
jazz groups. 

Not that you’d have to become a stay-up-later. That 
wouldn’t fit with Errol’s plans. He likes night clubs only 
because they are places where he works and where sometimes 
he has to go to hear the good jazz of which he is such an 
ardent devotee. 
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You’d be up on your jazz from Dixieland to bop, Waller to” 
Shearing. By doing so, you’d be able to make with the: 
kind of chit-chat which moves him so deeply. 

Errol would buy you sharp gabardine suits to match the 
fine tailored ones he likes to wear in almost every color. And™ 
you'd get plenty of chances to sport them. For your man’ 
gets a big kick out of you going places and doing things with’ 
him. “ 
You'd never have to take a back seat in the frequent,con- 
versations Errol will have with so many colorful people. He 
wouldn’t want it that way. To please the man, you'd put) 
your two-bits into any of his talks with others whenever you 
felt that the time was appropriate. 

He would be happy that you with your sleekness, your good 
looks and endearing young charms could make a big hit wit 
the vast majority of folk you meet with him. But you’d know: 
that he does not feel that way simply because he figures that’ 
an attractive woman in his company will enhance his own 
social standing among the people who count most in his pro 
fession. 

Whenever he tells you that you two must postpone a movie 
date or visit to a friend’s house because he had to practice 
on the piano, you’d be only too willing to go along with him. 

But you wouldn’t be negiected. You'd get all the atten 
tion a woman would ever want—in the way of love or what | 
ever else your heart might desire. For in Errol you’d havea” 
very capable fellow who is out to do every job well. 

You'd soon find that he is as soulful in his lovemaking a3 
he is at playing the piano. Your hand in his,.the two of you” 
close together, would become a habit. And when‘he smiled 
at you in his winsome sort of way, you’d glance up at him 
with an expression of desire. 

Once Errol has stashed away the amount of reserve De 
wants for security, you’d be tickled pink to settle down to” 
rearing babies for him in a nifty little house in some quiet © 
suburb. For in that way you’d assure that your life with: 
Errol would truly last “until death do you part.” 
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“We cant put it off any longer. We 
simply can't. We've got to get married!” 









AP! 


I 





only a 
ward te 
this mo 
to have 
would 








rs 


now la 





fought 
horrible 







denied, 


KS 
Sw 


0, 
Annette believed she found 
the happiness of real romance 
when she fell for Phil’s good looks 
Se . a. . — 
= but through bitter humiliation she 
f_/ . 
2? learned that it takes more than 
a handsome man to achieve 
rue love 
Dy true ik 


OY 
£200 000.00 0900 02a 





only me. 
Words, | 


Righis n 


SI SAT there on the side of the bed in Phil’s hotel room 
I fully realized for the first time that there could never 
Ranything between us again—ever. It was all over, and yet 
tily a few hours before there had been so much to look for- 
ward to, so much to hope for, For months I had dreamed of 


is moment when | would come to him to be his for always, 


Whave a real marriage, a real honeymoon—a marriage that 
id give my child, his child a name. But all those dreams 
lay shattered before me. All the little fears that | had 


fought against so blindly and trustingly had now become 
borible, monstrous realities—realities that couldn’t be 
tied, realities that gnawed inside me with a hurt that only 
awoman knows who suddenly discovers that she’s only a 
fomised wife, that the one man she has all her faith in is 
spicable and insufferable. 
si could still smell her perfume there in the room, musty, 
ty, exotic. The crimson smudges on the rumpled, untidy 
were all too vivid, too telltale for any words that could 
been supplied. 
© You had no right to come here, Annette!” Phil shouted 
Mime, snatching up a brush from his easel and flinging it 
ms the already-cluttered hotel room. “You could have at 
wired me. But, no, you couldn’t do that. You had to 
Mak up on me, spy on me!” 
“I tried to say something; | wanted to tell him that | had 
®y meant to surprise him, but my tears choked back the 
words. | could only sit there sobbing, remembering other 


$ many, many weeks ago in another hotel room, and | 


despised myself for having been such a fool. | should have 
known then that there was no place in his life for me, that 
Miriam meant more to him than he would ever dare admit. | 
was too trusting, too blinded by my own love for him to know 
that | was being led on, deceived and disgraced. 

\s | watched him through the dressing table mirror, | 
could see his anger slowly turning to hate. His face was tense, 
hard and bitter. He cursed, then started toward the door as 
if leaving would make everything all right between us. | 
waited until he was almost turning the doorknob before I said 
anything. 

“T won't be here when you come back, Phil,” | said quietly, 
trying to keep my voice even. “I’m going back to St. Louis- 
with your baby. I know you now for what you really are. You 
never really cared for me, for her, for any woman. You never 
intended marrying me; you had what you wanted—once— 
and you’re satisfied to leave things just as they are. I’m just 
another woman to you, another woman you once wanted 
desperately enough to make rash promises. | was a fool, a 
trusting, ignorant little fool who didn’t know and you took 
advantage of it.” 

He turned from the door with a mocking grin. 

“What do you mean, my baby? What do you mean, / 
wanted you! It was you who practically threw yourself on me 
that first night, remember? You didn’t make any terms then, 
and you can’t make any now. Oh, don’t think for a minute | 
didn’t know about Steve. I found out about that right from 
the start. Your kind always make good topics for town gossip. 

“Sure, you'll leave. You’re wel- (Continued on Page 50) 
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Fourth Part Of 
A Book Serial 


As Told To Helen Arstein and Carlton Moss 


\¥7E STARTED our married life in bachelor quarters, for 
after the wedding we went to live in the apartment Louis 
shared with his two younger brothers. But somehow, the 
presence of two brand-new brothers-in-law in those tiny 
rooms didn’t matter one bit to me. That crowded little apart- 
ment—with its clutter of law books, texts, magazines, note- 
books, newspapers, and all the personal things men leave 
around wherever they happen to sit—was home. 

I wouldn’t have to pack up and move at the end of the 
week. I could go to the refrigerator for a glass of milk and 
make myself a sandwich when I was hungry. I could turn 
on lights when I needed them, let the water in the bathroom 
run freely when I wanted to rinse a pair of stockings and 
some lingerie. | wasn’t an intruder now, tip-toeing guiltily 
in the dead of night after a performance, to keep from dis- 
turbing the, kindly people who had given up their own bed 
that I might sleep comfortably. I wouldn’t have to stand on 
my aching arches—so tired after too many shows a day— 
smiling a gracious “Yes, indeed!” to people who thought it 
was fun to appear with a famous band. And I wouldn’t have 
to give a single thought to the “unpredictable” white folks! 

For the first time in my adult life I had a sense of deep 
inner peace. My biggest problem in my household was 
learning to run it. For I didn’t have the most remote idea of 
how to shop, cook, plan a meal, set up (and keep) a budget; 
or organize dusting, scrubbing, and bed-making in order to 
get them done efficiently. I had some bad moments, during 
which I longed for Mama. How gladly I would have turned 
to her for advice! She was such a good manager! She'd be 
able to tell me what to do! But Mama and Mike, I had 
learned from a curt and heartsick note, were on their way to 
Cuba, and I was not to see them again for a long time. How- 





ever, even overdone meats, muddy coffee, and blistered or 
sliced-open fingers couldn’t dim my happiness. My new 
family of menfolk took my cooking failures with great good 
humor when they saw how crestfallen I was over them, and 
my humiliation over a spoiled dinner would disappear 
rapidly in my over-all joy in being Mrs. Louis Jones. I had 
a ring on my finger to prove to all the world that this wonder- 
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ful man loved me, wanted me, had chosen me for his own, cated | 
What more could any girl ask? .. . older | 

I loved our meal-time conversations and the rapid-fire § tellect 
talk that eddied around our living room as I did the dishes § hygien 
and straightened up. Louis and his brothers—who were * yith n 
law students—would discuss national affairs. This was the § obyiou 
autumn of 1936, and though I was hardly aware of it, sweep. long fe 
ing changes were taking place in our country. All three of § so swe 
the Jones brothers were active members of the Young Demo- shelter 
cratic Club and knew a great deal about the Roosevelt Ad. quiet : 
ministration and what it was accomplishing. My husband, ¥ go left 
who held a political appointee’s job in the City Hall, was Thr 
especially well informed. How they tossed the phrases F that w 
around: “PWA ...WPA...TVA...CCC... the § [ sear 
Solid South . . . I heard so many strange expres § time | 
sions, | felt ignorant and stupid because I didn’t have the 
faintest notion of what they all meant. Naturally, | never 
dared put a word in or even ask a question, but I never ceased 
marveling that a man as intelligent as Louis could want a 


cloture.” 


Two cl 








wife like me. 





NVARIABLY he gave me his undivided attention when we 
were getting ready to go out. He had favorites among my 
clothes, knew exactly how he wanted me to look and what he 
wanted me to wear. And it never failed to please him when 
someone we met gave me an approving glance. So I’d feel 








very proud as we walked down the street together or went to 
the Loendi Club to some gathering of his friends. 

But when we joined a group of people there, I’d find myself 
mentally clinging to his arm. The women were all formal 
and correct, and I’d get the feeling that they were as distant 
and cold as the women I’d been introduced to in the great 
mansions I’d played with Noble Sissle. I was only com 
fortable there when he was beside me and | didn’t have to 
say anything. But when he joined the men and I was on my 












own with the women, I was terribly uneasy. If they tried t 
talk to me at all, it was to say: “Did you know, Mrs. Jone 
that you married the best catch in Pittsburgh?” 

I'd nod and smile and glance about at all the poised, ed 
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khe settles down to married life after 


irth of first child but longs to go back to 


stage. Finally she breaks up with hu sband 


over career as entertainer 


STORY 


cated young women—some of them just a couple of years 
older than I—with their Master’s Degrees and their in- 
tellectual professions. These teachers and social workers and 
hygienists didn’t have any trouble carrying on a conversation 


» with my husband. They spoke his language fluently, and he 


obviously enjoyed talking with them. On such evenings I’d 
long for the party to break up so we could go home. It was 
so sweet when we were alone together and I could have the 
shelter of his arms around me. And even if he wanted to be 
quiet and read, I could nestle close to him and still not feel 
so left out. 

Three or four months after we were married, Louis decided 
that we ought to have a home of our own. I was overjoyed. 
I searched the papers, hunting for furniture ads, and every 
time I saw a “sale” or a “special events” notice, I’d fly 





In her kitchen after marriage, Lena Horne found she knew little 
of cooking but family took her blunders with good humor. 


Two children were born out of Lena Horne’s first marriage. Daughter Gail is now 13 and goes to school in New York, spending vaca- 
tions with her mother. Son Teddy is 10 and lives with father in Los Angeles. 
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downtown to look. Imagine having 
brand new furniture of our very own! I 
wanted to buy anything—everything— 
get it all quickly so it would be complete 
overnight. It never occurred to me to 
look for kinds of woods or upholstery 
styles or specific periods. I just wanted 
it to look “homey.” 

But Louis had very definite ideas 
about the kind of home he wanted. He 
had it all worked out in his mind—even 
to the color scheme—and he bought 
handsome, costly pieces which fit his 
plans. When the store delivered all his 
purchases and everything was arranged 
as he wanted it, I saw again how much 
more he knew than I did. And I was sure 
I'd be very happy taking care of our 
graceful inviting rooms. 

We were scarcely settled 
in our new home when I 
found I was going to have 
This discovery 
made our happiness quite 
complete. Every thought 
we had was taken up with 
planning for our baby. 
We'd give our child a 
wonderful life. We'd see 
to it that she had all the 
protection in the world. If she turned out 
to be a little girl, we promised each 
other, we’d see to it that she never had to 
face the kind of hardships I’d had. She’d 
never, never have to knock around on the 
road in a theatre job, as I had done. 
We’d make sure that, boy or girl, our 
child had all the advantages of a college 
education—a college education he could 
use to make his life secure and happy. 
We’d guide him so he wouldn’t take the 
kind of course his father had taken at 
West Virginia State College. He’d had 
training—good training—but the white 
world hadn’t let him use it to get the 
highly paid job for which he was suited. 
He had had to throw his college educa- 
tion out of his mind and take what the 
white folks would let him have—a sin- 
ecure job in politics, where he didn’t 
have to be able to do much more than 
No, such heart- 
break would never come to our child. We 
would draw on our own experience to 
make sure of that. 

Then came the day on which my baby 
was to be born. It was something in the 


a baby. 


simply read and write! 


nature of a social event, for my doctor 
had made arrangements for me to go to 
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one of the finest hospitals in the city. All 
the women I knew told me how lucky | 


was to be able to get in there. And | 
thought secretly, as Louis brought me 
into the imposing building, that we were 
really giving our baby the start in life we 
had promised each other. 

But when I was wheeled into the de- 
livery room, my doctor turned to me and 
said pleasantly, “This is Dr. ————— 
Mrs. Jones. He'll take care of you from 
now on.” 

It was as though I’d been struck by a 
bolt of lightning. I jerked upright on the 
table. Why hadn’t he told me? Why 
had he led me on all those months, taken 
my money, and then at the moment | 
needed him most run away? I didn’t 


to leave him and try to provide for security 
of children. He tries to win her back with 


warm affection but she decides she has 


had enough 





want any strange doctor touching me 
now! 

The other doctor came over and began 
to speak in a soothing, calmly profes- 
sional tone. But I was afraid—terribly 
afraid. I tensed up, withdrew, resisted 
the touch of that alien white hand. And 
what had been up to that moment a per- 
fectly normal, happy, comfortable preg- 
nancy now became a long-drawn-out and 
hideous agony. 

Next day I learned that they didn’t put 
my beautiful little Gail in the nursery 
with the other babies. When Louis came 
to visit me, he discovered that they had 
put our exquisite, fragile little innocent 
in a closet all by herself. Within a few 
days a couple of other colored babies 
were born and put in there with her. 

Louis and I were sick with hurt and 
humiliation and sheer, impotent fury. 
How could they treat tiny babies that 
way? But we realized that there was 
absolutely nothing we could do about it. 

My Negro doctor had an arrangement 
with a white doctor whereby the white 
doctor took over his patients when they 
were hospitalized. He had never men- 
tioned this to me. The important thing, 


over husband’s habit of 


running up big debts and finally decides 





in his mind, was to get his patients int, 
this fine hospital. It may be that he took 
it for granted that his patients knew jt 
would be this way—just as they under. 
stood other things about discrimination, 
And it may be that he was careful not to 
mention it to any patient who didn’t ask 
questions because the very telling might | 
destroy an illusion he had built up in his | 
own mind: that he had connections with | 
the finest hospitals in the city. But even 
if his self-esteem were not at stake, his 
earnings very well could be. For such ap 
admission might lose him the patient— 
and the fee! 

Whatever his reason had been, that 
experience had a profound effect on me. 
By the time I came home from the hospi- 
tal, I knew exactly what 
my life would have to be 
from then on. I would 
have to devote every mo- 
ment to protecting my 
helpless child. Nothing 
could be allowed to stand 
in the way of making her 
future absolutely secure, 








UDDENLY I was 
penny-wise as I had 
never been before. I’d stand at the 
counters or shelves in the market and 
figure how I could use a less expensive 
cut of meat or a cheaper type of vege- 
table. I’d fix a figure—just so much for 
food—and struggle to do all my buying 
within that limit. And when Louis 
asked me to have a special dinner for 
guests he’d invited, I’d add up the cost 
of the steak and the wine and the aspara- 
gus and the elaborate whipped-cream-pie 
dessert and think resentfully: “Why do 
we have to do this? Why can’t we save 
this money? Why can’t we put it in the 
bank so we'll have it when it’s time f 
Gail to go to college? If we didn’t h 
to entertain, I could just fix hamburger 
for us.” 

But we did have to entertain, he 
sured me. He was getting a toe-hold i 
politics, and in order to climb, he h 
to make the right impression. Thi 
meant entertaining smartly, correctly, 
and expensively. It meant maintaining 
an attractive home and a good car. Ia 
the long run, all our present expensés 
would prove worth while, for once he 
was launched on a successful political 
career, he (Continued on Page & 
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a that lay buried in one can sometimes take 
root and grow into ugly plants, but I didn’t realize that 
until it was almost too late. Nor did I realize my long- 
standing jealousy of Addie would come alive and goad me 
when she and her husband Don returned to Brighton to live. 
Adelaide is my half sister. She is Dad’s daughter and was 
19 when Mom and Dad married. I was 12 then. I counted on 
Addie being a big sister to me but she was just too busy to 
have time for me and brushed me aside. I guess she didn’t 
sally mean to, only she was so popular she just couldn’t 
peze everything into her life. It seemed to me that every 
wanted something special, like singing lessons or that 
>) Washington, Addie had to have something first. I was 
f until I got so I just hated her and was glad when she 
arried. 

om was always conciliatory. “Pat, don’t mind—your 

is coming. Besides, look, Dad spent nearly $1,000 on 

aces.” 

hen Adelaide and her husband and new baby were 

hg to Brighton to live, after Addie had been gone 

five years, I was grumbling about it to myself. Greg, 
pady, didn’t understand my attitude. 

Why should I be thrilled?” I demanded, “Her bringing 
her kid home and that lug of-a man to live here. I'll likely 
even have to baby-sit nights. Well I won’t! You'll see— 
ll go out dating every night—so I won’t have to!” 

Greg looked worried. In the fall he’d be going away to 
college and | still had a year of high school to finish. I 
secretly wished I could find a way to flaunt my popularity at 
Addie, to show her that now, I, too, was popular. But I had 
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“You know we've been waiting jor th® a long while,” he whispered as he began kissing me 
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settled down to Greg and the boys around knew it. 

Dad had decided, since his health wasn’t so goou, « would 
be fine to have Don share his business, a funeral parlor, and 
\ddie jumped at the chance to be back home. They were to 
live in our house until theirs was completed. 

While I turned my nose up at the idea, still I did go to meet 
them at the train the day they arrived. As I expected and 
dreaded, Addie was stunning. Her willowy figure made me 
hold my breath and hate her. She was my rival again. But 
then, | saw Don—taller than Addie, a carefully clipped mous- 
tache, a roving eye—yes—a roguish twinkle in it and I was 
captivated. 

His face lit up in unmistakable surprise when he met me. 
“Say, this the kid sis? Boy!” he gave a low whistle. 

This was Addie’s man—a former air captain, a man of the 
world—talking! Appreciation made my head swim. I'd 
starved for, it. Greg liked me—loved me—but he was 
brought up conservatively. That we’d marrv was understood, 
but he was taking things cautiously. 


DDIE surprised me by being different. She was no longer 
+ the gay butterfly. She was settled, absorbed in talk of 
baby formulas and other prosaic things. I thought she was 
disgustingly domestic. I just couldn’t imagine it. And | 
began to see she wasn’t my rival—as she had been. But | 
still wished she were—and I did intend to show her—that I 
had the edge on her now. 

With Don around to appreciate me my self-confidence 
zoomed wildly. Their very first evening back, Addie busied 
herself and mom with the baby, Dad took Rags, our pooch, 
for a walk, and Don started out too, only to discover me alone 
on the porch. He decided to stay home, sank gratefully into a 
reed chair and lit a cigarette. 

“I can’t get over it! You’re the biggest surprise yet—” 
Don said when Dad was well out of hearing. 

My heart skipped plenty of beats but I pretended not to 
understand him. “Why? What’s so odd about having a 
sister-in-law?” 

“It's wonderful—only | expected a kid whose teeth were 
still in braces—” 

He grinned impishly. 

“Say you can’t imagine what this does to me! I didn’t like 
34 









the idea of coming to this one horse town—Addie persuaded 
me—” His eyes were on my slim ankles, and moving y 
“Now I’m not sorry.” 

I tried to make conversation, “It’s a lovely town. Not tog 
small. We have three theatres, a country club, some good — 
dine and dance places—both in and out of town. And there's 
a lot of good out-of-door fun on the river.” i 

“That so, beautiful?” He was mockingly flippant. But] 
liked it. It made me feel equal. Others treated me like a kid, 
even though at 17 my figure was more rounded in the right 
places than was Addie’s. 

The next evening on a date with Greg things didn’t go 
right. I was so full of talk of Don, his exploits, his war 
career, his appreciation of life, of women—Greg looked dis. 
gusted. 

I was furious, “That’s my brother—you old stodgy college 
professor! What will you be like when you’re officially one— 
if now—I don’t know Greg—you’re so exasperating—at 
times!” 

I came in early that night and I didn’t even ask Greg in, 
Don was on the porch, but if it hadn’t been for the tiny glow 
of his cigarette, I’d never have known it in the vine-covered 
darkness of the porch. Everyone else had gone to bed. 

Don invited me to have a cigarette with him. I accepted. | 
sat on the reed divan and presently, as the evening’s hush 
settled, broken only by crickets and katydids, Don came over 
and sat next to me. “I have a hunch you and your boy friend 
didn’t hit it off too well tonight?” Don ventured. 

“Why?” I demanded, amazed by his understanding. 

“Intuition—you’re in too early—a girl like you—say how 
he could bear to break away from you before dawn is more 
than I'll ever understand—” 

Don pressed my hand. In a moment | was confessing my 








disappointment in Greg. 

“Anytime you need someone’s shoulder to lay your aching 

head on, let me know—I’ll be around. I’m waiting for the 
chance—” his voice was lower, “because I’m a lonely man yi 
too.” ia 
“Lonely?” I gasped. ideas t 
Then we were baring our hearts. Don confessed some- days v 
thing that touched me deeply. “She wanted to come here—a — *™°™ 
town strange to me. But she’s so wrapped up in the baby, | lost its 
don’t exist. I’m left out in the cold.” up her 
Wit! 
N THE THREE WEEKS Addie and Don were with us — 
things settled pretty much to a pattern. Frequently, the Easter 
folks took Addie into the nearby city to select furniture for will be 
the new home. Since our maid was on her vacation, I had — * lady 
to cook for Don and myself those evenings. I liked that. It And 
made for cozy moments—as if we were married—and Don — Patties 
would joke about it. — 
The third time this happened, Don was very thoughtful. He the be 
invited me out that warm evening for dinner in the country. party | 
We had a couple of drinks, and then drove along the river to Rey to 
watch the moon rise. We had fun, talking of crazy things, NO exc 
and we stayed kind of late, but we told the folks we'd gone to For 
a movie. Don thought that best. someth 
Greg, however, heard of it the next day. He came over and An all 
made a scene. I got mad at his watchdog ways and told him “ a 
cake (| 


so. I didn’t admit though, that Don had kissed me warmly. 
I blamed it on the drinks, the (Continued on Page 72) 
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anasta Days 
ching 
yr the 
was ITH the social season at its height during this holiday 
month of February, the hostess is hard put for new 
ideas to keep her entertaining fresh and alive. These are the 
— days when the season’s best parties and dances are already 
sesh amemory, when that startling new dress for the winter has 
a lost its glow and your hair-do looks like it needs touching 
up here and there. 
With the end of winter in sight and spring just around the 
os corner, the lady of the house is already thinking about her 
7 Easter outfit but knows for a certainty that snow and cold 
» fet will be around for some weeks to come. But you can’t stop 
had a lady from dreaming. 
it. It And while she dreams, the winter round of dances and 
Don parties continues and she looks for new original ideas to 
entertain her guests. With the canasta craze what it is today, 
|. He the best bet for successful entertaining still is a gay canasta 
try. party that will have the girls in your set talking for days. 
es Key to any long-remembered party is food, and canasta is 8 2 ‘ 
ings, no exception, regardless of who wins. < a 
1e to For your table keep your menus simple but unusual- Pye cet 
something like the low-calorie cranberry cottage salad aboye. 
and An all-in-one service is convenient as well as attractive. 
him For a quick pick-up try serving chocolate wafer refrigerator 
cake (right). 
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Solid setup for buffet entertaining after skating or movies has tricky Valentine heart 


trees, napkin holders and wall decorations made from crepe paper, doilies and ribbons. 


- 


2a See Ce 


Engagement party table with the Valentine theme is carried out in the hearts and cupid theme. Color scheme of red, white and gold 
features Dennison decorations. Heart is made of red satin and filled with candies and favors. Pull favors have names of betrothed, 


Fun In 
February 


FTER the letdown of Christmas and 
New Year gaiety, February is a 
perfect pickup month for small parties, 
offering all sorts of ideas for bridge 
clubs, engagement parties, luncheons 
and children’s affairs. February brings 
Valentine’s Day as well as the birthdays 
of Washington and Lincoln. 

The latter two offer a great opporty 
nity for the patriotic motif at your 
bridge affair. Red, white and blue ar 
easy to work with. All kinds of ideas 
can be created such as tiny hatchels, 
cherry trees, streamers, flags and hats. 
Serve Manhattan cocktails with red cher- 
ries, sandwiches filled with cream cheese 
and chopped cherries, hatchet cut-outs 
decorated with chopped ham and pi- 
mento, ham loaf decorated like a flag 
with pimento potatoes. For desserts, 
there is a choice of steamed cherry put 
ding, cherry strudel, cakes, tarts, pies of 
ice cream. 

The Valentine theme may take many 
forms, in the spirit of cupids, lace and 
hearts in every conceivable shape. Most 
Valentine decorations are fun to make 
There is an extra special feeling when 
guests compliment the ingenuity of 
home-made decorations. Main courses, 


salads or desserts can be made in red 


and moulded into heart shapes and 


served on lacy paper doilies. 
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& 
Studying three designs of modern Vernonware, Betty Brown decides on Bel-Air with 
popular plaid pattern for her Los Angeles home. Design is appropriate for all occasions. 


O THE young bride planning a new 

home or a society matron tired of her 
old set of dishes, buying china usually 
presents a weighty problem in choice of 
color and design. Too often women think 
only in these terms and neglect to con- 
sider wearing qualities of what they buy. 

While patterns are important, dinner- 
ware must wear with age and house- 
wives should consider such factors as 
breakage, chipping and fading when 
shopping. To make certain you do not 
wind up with cheap dishes that may look 
lovely but won’t wear, go to a reputable 
firm that stands behind its merchandise. 
This does not mean that all good dinner- 
ware is necessarily expensive. An excel- 
lent 16-piece starter set in a colorful, 
well-designed as well as durable pattern 
can be bought for as little as $6 to $12. 

Simplicity is the motif of the newest, 
modern china designs with bright colors 
predominating. Versatility, too, is being 
emphasized in dishes that can be used 
for a variety of occasions. Look for the 
coffee mugs which are replacing conven- 
tional cups in many sets. 


“California Heritage’? is made in four interchangeable soft colors, Charming “Desert Bloom” pattern has floral pattern of pinks 
each piece rimmed with heavy glaze to give hand-made effect. and blues, is designed for traditional home. 
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\ ‘HEN the fruit season rolls around 
and it’s time for canning, the aver- 
age busy homemaker or career woman 
who lives in a small apartment does not 
have time nor storage space to preserve 
fresh fruits or make pickled fruits. 
But there is no reason why the prob- 
lem of good home-made spiced fruits can 
ot be solved by using good standard 


Drain syrup from No. 24% can cling peach halves. Add %4 
p brown sugar, Y cup vinegar, two 3-inch sticks cinnamon, 
1 tsp. cloves, 1 tsp. allspice. 





canned brands of cling peaches. Most of 
the hard work of peeling, cooking and 
packing has been done, and it is easy to 
prepare this simple tasty recipe which 
will add something special to everyday 
dishes. Make several batches and place 
them in glass jars for future use. They 
will come in handy when the menu falls 
short and guests drop in. 


Pickled peaches are per- 
fect accompaniment for 
platter of fried chicken. 


Quick Pickled Peaches 


For those taste-tempting, eye-appealing 
salads, serve them on crisp lettuce or 
watercress with a peppy sour cream 
dressing. Serve halves filled with cream 
cheese, nuts or minced celery on the 
side of the plate, when serving sand: 
wiches. Add them to the relish plate for 
buffet suppers. For a spicy, glamorous 
baked ham slice, top with spiced peaches. 


Boil syrup 5 minutes and add peach halves to syrup. Simmer 
5 minutes until fruit is heated through. Allow to remain in syrup 
for 24 hours before serving completely chilled. 
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By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


CHILD CARE 





To 
Spank 
Or 
Not 
To 


Spank 


Senior Pediatrician at Chicago's Provident Hospital 


NE of the classic comic routines of 
radio’s Henry Morgan deals with a 

progressive-minded mother who is very 
much alarmed at her son’s failure to take 
to discipline. Si2 thereupon takes the 
youngster to a child psychiatrist to seek 
a solution. Comic Morgan, playing the 
psychiatrist to the hilt, puts the mother 
through the usual questioning and then 
prescribes: “First, | would try to reason 
with the boy. Try to show him logically 
that he should obey. If that doesn’t help, 
then I would deprive him of some of his 
privileges, like taking away his weekly 
allowance. If that doesn’t help, then try 
chastising him by making him go to bed 
without his supper. If that doesn’t help, 
then there’s one sure way of disciplin- 
ing him.” 

“And what is that?” asks the anxious 
mother. 

“The back of the hand across the 
mouth,” is the reply. 

This situation makes good radio com- 


edy because it is a universal problem 
with parents—and the solution, with var- 
iations, is usually the same as the Henry 
Morgan one. But there are always doubts 
about the wisdom of spanking and pedi- 
atricians find this one of the problems 
parents toss into their laps most often. 
The facts are that mothers and fathers 
who are concerned about whether or not 
spanking is a good procedure often pose 
bigger behavior problems than the chil- 
dren themselves. And it is little wonder 
since child psychologists and other child 
care experts in the past 20 years have 
managed to confuse the entire issue quite 
thoroughly. Trends in spanking have 
changed almost as much and often as 
Back in 


what are ordinarily called “the good old 


trends in women’s fashions. 
days” spanking was so widely accepted 
that anyone who disagreed with the 
“spare the rod and spoil the child ax- 
iom”’ was considered a bit on the abnor- 
mal side. Spankings were the order of 


the day and as a child grew older he 
progressed from the spanking by hand 
stage through the birch switchings up to 
the whippings with Daddy’s belt. 

Then along came a new theory. Chil- 
dren should never be spanked. They 
should be allowed to grow up free and 
unhampered. An unspanked child (ac- 
cording to the theory) meant an adult 
free of all dangers of neuroses, psy- 
choses, complexes and what not. A child 
could be reasoned with, said the psychol- 
ogists, and you could’ throw away the 
birch rod and the strap forever. It was 
the day of the super-progressive school, 
the end of inhibitions and everyone 
talked of Freud and even the man on the 
street had heard of the Oedipus complex. 

But then came a reaction to that school 
of thought and today you can find an 
“expert” to back up almost any belief 
on spanking you happen to hold. There 
are some who have gone back to the old 
“spare the rod (Continued on Page 49) 
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| Apply cleansing cream over face and neck thoroughly. Allow it to stay for a minute ; 
then wipe off with tissues. Place all essentials for facial close by before starting. 









Wring a towel out in hot water and 
ess it over face for a minute. 


Pour a bit of astringent on a cotton ball 
and wipe off remaining cream. 


a. 


ati 
While cream is still on, lie down and 
put cotton with eye lotion over eyes. 





Massage gently under eyes and over 
mples with fingertips. 































Treat Yourself To 


(= your skin the love and painstak. 
ing care it deserves. A splash of 
soap and water, a quick rub of a powder 
puff over the face, and a daub of lip. 
stick is no way to treat your skin. A 
sound beauty investment for any woman 
is a professionally-given facial every 
three to six weeks. . 
If regular beauty salon facials are too 
much for your budget, you can try giv. 
ing yourself one in the comfort of your 
own boudoir. Nothing could be more re- 
laxing after a busy day. Even if you 
think you are too tired to stir yourself 
from an easy chair, give yourself an 
extra push for this most rewarding of 
heauty chores. 
Start your facial by removing all 
make-up with a good cleansing cream. 
Allow the cream to remain on long 


enough to loosen the make-up, and wipe 
it off with tissues. Now press a towel 
wrung out of hot water over your. face 
for a minute or so. Pour a bit of astrin- 
gent on a cotton ball and wipe off any 
remaining cleansing cream. Spread a 
generous film of lubricating cream over 





A. Spread a film of cream over face and 


neck. Massage gently, starting with neck. 










Remove any remaining cream with two 
wads of astringent-soaked cotton. 
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A Facial 


the face and neck. Massage it into the 
skin, starting at the base of the neck and 
work upward to the chin. This will stim- 
ulate your skin and bring fresh blood to 
the surface. It will also help to keep the 
skin clear and smooth. 

After the massage, you are ready to 
begin relaxing. Let the lubricating cream 
remain on for a few moments while you 
lie down and put cotton moistened with 
an eye lotion over your eyes. Now re- 
move the cream with tissues and finish 
it off with cotton soaked in astringent. 
Your last chore will be the most stimu- 
lating of all when you dip large strips of 
cotton in iced water and place them over 
the face and neck. Lie there quietly for 
as many minutes as you like, and rub 
ice cubes over the cotton if it begins to 
feel warm. Generally, five 
about all that’s 
any traces of cream left, remove it and 


minutes is 
necessary. If there are 
apply your make-up. Then step off for 
that-date, which you thought you-simply 
couldn’t keep before the facial, with a 
very much more refreshed and radiant 


skin. 





{ With little round strokes, 
upward from the chin. 


massage face 





i) Dip large strips of cotton in iced water 


and place over face and neck. 





work makes hands look 


Medicated care 


Sarah Turner, Accountant Clerk of Brooklyn, N. Y., says: 





“Between my daily oe 


and outdoor sports—my hands might easily look rough and calloused. But I’m always 
proud of them because I use Noxzema regularly. It helps them look soft and smooth!” 


Hand Lok Lovokor 





iin DA Hout 220%: 


Noxzema medicated care helps 
soften, smooth, heal red, rough 
“Working Hands” —Chapped Hands! 


@ Doctors’ tests prove it! If your hands 
are red, rough and chapped from daily 
work, dishwashing, housework .. . you 
can help them look lovelicr in 24 hours! 
In actual tests, the hands of 9 out of LO 
women showed definite improvement — 
often within 24 hours— with Noxzema 
medicated hand care. 


Read what Noxzema can do for you 
“Working Flands” 


lovelier! 


1. Help red. rough 
look softer. smoother, 
2. Bring quick, soothing relict to raw, 
sore, chapped skin! 

3. Help heal tiny surtace cuts, cracks! 

4. Supply a soothing, protective film ol 
oil and-moisture to skin's outer surface! 
5. And 


“ : ; 
it's a dainty, greaseless cream! 


Eileen Mills, New York cos 
metic demonstrator, savs: 
“LT can't afford to have red, 
rough, chapped hands. 
That's why IT use Noxzema 
regularly. This greaseless 
cream helps my he ands: look 
quickly! 





lovely again 


Maney Sack Offer! | ry Noxzema on 
vour hands. If you don’t see improvement 
in 24 hours, return jar to Noxzema, Bal 
timore—your money back. Get Noxzema 
today —during this Special Trial Offer! 
At any drug or cosmetic counter. 


S2eagneceaaee 8m. 
SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER! & 


& Regular 40¢ size & 

| NOXZEMA 3%, © 

+ for Limited ~ o 
296: 

only Only ¥ 
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HEALTH 


The 
Fight 
Against 


Th 


| eins iareai one of the most dramatic 

medical successes of the past half cen- 
tury has been the progress made in con- 
trolling tuberculosis, the disease that has 
for centuries been the greatest killer of 
them all. All the deaths from wars and 
famines, plagues and pestilence from 
Biblical times to the present probably 

» not total as high as the number of 
persons who have fallen before the tiny 
tuberculosis bacillus — the microscopic 
germ which has been bringing death to 
persons of all races, creeds and colors 
all over the world since the very first 
days of recorded history. 

Forty years ago tuberculosis was the 
1umber one killer in the United States 
but the latest figures now show it No. 7 
on the list. There is every indication that 
the deaths will continue to decline so that 
the next decade or so may see it tom- 
pletely eliminated from the first ten 
causes of death in America. 

But for the 15 million Negroes of this 
country the picture in regard to tuber- 
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X-ray examination is surest way to determine whether person has TB. 


culosis is nowhere near so pretty as for 
the country as a whole. The dread dis- 
ease is still a principal killer among Ne- 
groes, ranking second among colored 
men and fifth among colored women as 
the cause of death, according to the lat- 
est figures. Negroes who form roughly 
10 per cent of the population of the 
United States contributed about 26 per 
cent of the total deaths from the disease 
in 1947, 

Statistics show that 
from tuberculosis is about three times 
as high among Negroes as among whites 
and many unknowing persons have tried 
to use these figures to prove that Negroes 
are more susceptible to the disease than 
are whites. Actually this is far from be- 
ing true. Research has shown that tuber- 


the death rate 


culosis is no respecter of races and once 
it is given its chance to take root it fol- 
lows the same path among Negroes that 
it does among whites. A greater percent- 
age of Negroes die of tuberculosis be- 
cause a greater percentage of Negroes 


is forced to live under the crowded, 
dirty, poorly-heated and ventilated slum 
conditions which provide the perfect 
home for the germ and make it possible 
for a single victim (who often does not 
know he has the disease) to spread it to 
a maximum number of others. 

The death rate among Negroes is high 
also because once a Negro finds that he 
does have TB, he often finds that he has 
not money enough to take proper care ¢f 
himself so that the disease can be cured. 
Even though doctors no longer prescribe 
expensive trips to “more healthful” cli- 
mates, the treatment of tuberculosis with 
its long rests in bed, nursing care and 
doctor bills is not an inexpensive prot 
ess. Most Negroes feel that they cannot 
afford the time away from work necet 
sary for treatment and many fear to g0 
into “charity” hospitals. They are afraid 
that they will not get good treatment and 
many of them know of someone who 
has died shortly after entering a TB 
sanatorium. 








(Continued on Page 49) 
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Used under meats for broiling, aluminum foil will keep oven clean 
and retain flavor of meat. 







_ BRIGHT new material that is catching the eyes of shop- 
pers in stores and markets these days is pure aluminum foil. 
Making its appearance in many forms as a food wrap, aluminum 
foil not only makes cooking easier, but helps housewives to be 
more economical in the use of food. 






Homemakers have been familiar with aluminum foil for years, 
and called it tinfoil. Actually, it is made from pure aluminum. 
The foil is odorless, tasteless and absolutely harmless to food, 
and is the same material used for cooking utensils. 






































= * ® 
e Wrap leftovers for the refrigerator in aluminum foil. It needs ____e—?—s a 
\ no fastening with rubber bands and fits bulky items neatly and Tight moisture-proof cover will be formed by aluminum foil no mat- 
easily. ter what size or shape bowl used for storing food. 
* 2 o 


For bottles that cannot be re-corked with their own caps, keep 
wded, | Supply of corks on hand and build them up to fit by wrapping 
aluminum foil around them. The foil will fit tightly and will not 


1 slum 
serfect be affected by the moisture. 

* a 
»ssible . 
os wal 8 When sending cookies to folks at school or camp, wrap each 
d it to cookie separately in aluminum foil. The foil will do the double 





duty of keeping the cookies fresh and protecting them from 
s high crumbling. 


hat he 

he has Leafy vegetables and fruits keep fresh, crisp and ready for instant 
are of use and cannot contaminate other foods when covered with foil. 
cured. 
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Chicken baked and sealed in aluminum foil will retain juices and | 
flavor. Vegetables and all trimmings can be cooked in foil. 
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The “Convertible” is a 
becoming style for me- 
dium short hair that can 
be completely trans- 
formed for evening by 
new updrawn lines. It 
can be “accessorized” 
with a small hair piece 
at the nape. of the neck. 


New In 
Coiffures 


ladys Michael favors 
ush for the last touches on 
a patron’s hair. 


S° MANY WOMEN cling to the perennial coiffure 

with the hair parted on the left, a fluff of curl 
on the top or side, and hair ends arranged in 
ringlets at the side and back. Just as any uniform is 
monotonous, so is this type of hair style. Why not 
be original and experiment with your coiffure. 

If you are weary of the sameness of your hair-do, 
spend a little more time with yourself and your 
mirror. Try a center part for a change. Study the 
contour of your face. Whether it is chubby, or 
narrow, you can adjust a curl here and there, 
comb in a wave or two, and make almost any new 
coiffure suitable to yourself. “Let your coiffure act 
as an accessory and treat it as you do costume 
jewelry rather than an unchangeable part of your- 
self,” advises Gladys Michael, designer of the styles 
on these pages and one of Chicago’s busiest hair 


stylists. 


Sophisticated Page Boy is good for almost 
all occasions, and adapts itself easily to 
hair halfway between long and _ short, 


The “Forward Fling” coiffure is parted low 
on the side, and arranged in front in a half 
fringe on the forehead. 


Pe 2 Ee cs 
Flattering center part for short hair has 
bang combed in a wave at each side of the 


head, with slight dips on the forehead. 








Ivory sonora design features neat, large decorative brass handles and roomy drawers 
Designed by Edmond Spence, modern set has straight lines. Three pieces retail for $167. 


Dull grey mahogany set has drawers with overlapping ends. Hardware comes in two 
types. Bases are set back to prevent bumps in cleaning. Three pieces sell for $167. 


INTERIORS 


Modern 


Bedrooms 


N ODERN BEDROOM SUITES today 

are designed for people with lim- 
ited budgets and good taste. With soft, 
sophisticated colors, which lend smart- 
ness to the design, much of this furniture 
is almost as appropriate for living rooms 
as it is for regular bedrooms. 

These modern sets stress smart han- 
dles, legs and design, unusual finishes 
and colors in the wood, long, functional 
groups of drawers in all sizes, bookcases 
and headboards with a great deal of 
space and full mirrors with beaded edge 
glass. Beds are basically on the Holly- 
wood style and can be obtained single 
or double in size. Prices are moderate 
and can and do fit into the average 
homemaker’s budget more readily than 
period furniture. Designed for practica- 
bility, wear and glamour, these sets will 
help make any home a show place. 

Drawers of these suites are highly 
practical, being dust-proof and coming 
in sections and compartments for vari- 
ous items of clothing. 


Hairpin legs of brass tubing—a modern device for easy housek eeping—are featured in imperial walnut set with gently-sloping fronts. 
Finish shows swirl pattern of wood and makes rich setting 7 filigreed hardware in brushed brass finish. Price $260. 
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FASHION 





{ iews TREND of fashion in house 
- dresses today is a far cry from the 
gingham cover-all apron of grandmoth- 
ers day. Crisp, fresh, well-made house 
lresses for everyday wear now lend 
themselves toward glamour and gay col- 
ws. Today all-purpose, easy-to-tub house 
dresses and aprons are well-made and 
styled so that they can be worn from 
norn to night—dashing to the store, 
picking flowers in the garden, driving 
kids to school or for afternoon bridge. 

Made in a wide variety of up-to- 
the-minute, circular-styled wrap-around 
skirts, reversible denims, easy-to-step- 
into dresses, some buttoned down the 
front, long or short sleeves, with all sorts 
»f tie effects, they are easy to wash and 
iron. Materials range from fancy rayon 
to plain practical cottons in every con- 
eivable pattern for every season of the 
year. Belts, sashes, buttons, bits of lace 
and applique tend to make the modern 
house apron a dress. 

Designers of houses dresses. are even 
lesigning the mother and daughter 
tyles with pinafores to match. Special 
atterns and designs are made for each 
holiday, Christmas through July 4th. 
(he vogue in house dress styles today 

just as important as the daytime or 

dinner frocks and just as colorful and 
well fashioned. 
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Round-The- Clock 









Town and country dress with long sleeves 
is buttoned down front, comes in chambray. 








House dress with circy. 
lar skirt and matching 
blouse in a large fern 
pattern in two tones of 
green and tan is modeled 
by Cleveland’s charming 
Winnie Lambright. 


















Bright plaid is easy to launder, comes 
with plain trim, slit pockets. 
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A Reporter Ta 
T O YOUNG John H. Hicks, a reporters job on the St. Louis Post- 

Dispatch meant a bright future—one which he decided could best be 
planned by foregoing marriage for at least five years. He had a number of 
girl friends, but being the first Negro hired on the white St. Louis daily, he 
wanted nothing to interfere with his chances for making good. 

To Willa Mae Smith, a popular St. Louis co-ed, there was still time fo1 
marriage after another year or two in college. But a mutual appreciation 
for music and a love song sung at a dinner party, decided both their futures 
in a brief, whirlwind romance that ended up at the altar. 

It all began the day after Christmas in 1949. Neither of them had met 
previously, but both had been invited to the home of a Dr. and Mrs. F. E. 
Anthony, mutual friends who frequently entertained for persons interested 
in music. The introductions were simple and brief. Willa smiled sweetly; 
John paid her a friendly compliment, then both went their separate ways, 
seeking out old friends. In a moment John strolled casually into the 


music room, and as an accompanist struck 
up Caro Mio Ben, his pitched. tenor voice 
rose on the strains of the Italian love song 
‘and a quiet hush settled over the room. 
Everybody listened. including Willa. 

“His singing almost knocked me out!” 
she later confessed to a friend, but added 
defensively that she was not “too interest- 
ed” romantically. 

As the party drew to a close John sought 
out Willa. He wanted to ask her for her 
phone number and address, but thinking 
that she might think him too forward, he 
decided against the phone number and 
simply asked in a casual sort of way where 
she lived. The next day, back at his desk, 
he matched the address with a telephone 
number listed in the Post-Dispatch’s spe- 
cial directory, and surprised Willa with a 
call. 

“I've got tickets for the Harlem Globe- 
trotters game tonight,” he said cheerfully, 
immediately announcing his excuse for 
having called and at the same time sug- 
eesting a date. Willa thanked him for the 
invitation, but said she had already made a 
previous date for that evening. 

For two weeks neither of them saw each 
other again, and John, a little less interest- 
ed after his first phone call, was reluctant 
to ask again for another date. Then one 
night they saw each other again at the An- 
thonys where they had first. met. and 
though neither of them realized it, that was 
to be the first of many, many unplanned. 
unexpected meetings which would draw 
them closer and closer together. 

\t the Anthonys their conversations al- 
ways ran to music. There was never any 
opportunity for them to discuss themselves, 
nor was there ever any chance for John to 
escort Willa home. He lived across the 
river in East St. Louis, Illinois, and almost 
always had to catch an early bus to be as- 
sured of getting home at a reasonable hour. 

Only once did he get an opportunity to 
see her home and this came one evening 
when they met unexpectedly at a music 
education convention. But then, as before, 
John scarcely had a moment to linger at 
her door before it was time to catch his 
bus for East St. Louis. 

In the weeks and months that went by 
there were more chance meetings, some- 
times at a cocktail lounge which they both 
liked, but each time they were always in 
someone else’s company. On one of these 
occasions, however, Willa invited John and 
his company to join them and the four of 
them made an evening of it, later taking 
in a movie. 

Gradually their interest in each other 
began to make itself evident. Willa ad- 
mitted to friends that she considered John 
as a kind of “special” acquaintance, and 
John soon began telephoning again, “just 
to talk.” as he put it. It was one of these 
phone calls, however, that probably 
changed the course of both their lives, be- 
cause once when John called but failed to 
come by as he had promised, Willa extend- 
ed him a special invitation later to have 
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dinner at her home and meet the family. 
And from that moment on theirs became a 
steady romance. 

They began dating regularly, as often as 
three times a week. On Sundays John 
would go to Mass at her church—St. Ann’s 
Cathedral, sometimes singing before the 
congregation. On Mondays they went to 
the Municipal Opera, and on the other 
nights they would take in a drive-in movie 
or go visit each other’s friends. In time 
John took her to his home to meet his fam- 
ily, and before long they began to discuss 
many things other than music. 

John’s proposal, like many of their first 
meetings, came unexpectedly as if he him- 
self had suddenly realized that he was in 
love. They were spending a quiet evening 
at home one night when John, without any 
hint of what he was about to say, said 
quietly, “I think I am in love with you.” 
There was a moment of surprised silence. 
Willa was struck speechless by this sudden 
confession. Then John continued, “When 
a fellow’s in love, I guess he ought to get 
married. Don’t you think so?” 

Willa blushed. 
how to answer this unexpected question. 
“You 
mean—you want to—-to get married?” 

“Yes, that’s right. To you.” 

“Why, John!” Willa exclaimed, com- 
pletely swept away at his frank but in- 
“But this is so sudden—I 
Why, sure, 


She didn’t quite know 


“T—I suppose so,” she stammered. 


direct proposal. 
mean, that is—I had no idea. 
I'd love to marry you, but . . .” 

“Then it’s all settled,” John said quick- 
ly, and taking her by the hand, hurried to 
tell her mother and father that they had 
decided to get married. 

That was on August 27, less than a year 
from that memorable holiday evening when 
he had sung his way into her heart with an 
Italian love song. 

Within a week John had bought an en- 
gagement ring—one that Willa herself had 
described to him as the kind she wanted to 





wear to symbolize their love for each other, 


No immediate date was set for the wed. 
ding, but their trip to the altar was soop 
hurried by an unexpected turn of events, 

John received a notice of induction inty 
the Army with instructions to report. Hoy. 
riedly, he arranged a stay and with both of 
them rushing like beavers to get all wed. 
ding plans in readiness, the important date 
was finally set. 

In a snowy white Bur-Mil satin gown, 
gathered and tucked gracefully about her, 
Willa stood radiant that morning in the 
ante rooms of St. Ann’s Cathedral, trem. 
bling a little, realizing that this was one of 
the happiest moments of her life. Softly 
the wedding march began and. with one 
arm locked in her father’s, she strolled sol. 
emnly to the altar for the nuptial mass, 
Behind her followed four bridesmaids, one 
maid, and a matron of honor. Then fol. 
lowed John with his entourage of five ush. 
ers and a best man. 

Softly the wedding march died away, 
Side by side John and Willa knelt at the 
altar. Then when the priest had finished 
chanting the sacred ritual, each slipped a 
ring on the other’s finger. 

Later there was a breakfast for the 
bridal party in the rectory of the church, 
and a reception was held that evening at 
the home of her parents. But there wasn't 
time for a real honeymoon, only a few days 
to get acquainted with their new apartment 
before John had to report to the Army. 

Today Mrs. Hicks, nee Willa Mae Smith, 
smiles happily as she sits in class at St. 
Louis University. Occasionally she fingers 
the rings on her third finger. left hand and 
her mind goes back to that wonderful day 
after Christmas when love first blossomed 
for her. Patiently she is waiting for her 
husband’s return when they both can begin 
all over again the honeymoon they never 
had, and find reality in the dreams and 
hopes they have both planned and waited 
for. 


PII IIIA IIA AA IAA AAA AAA AAA ASA ASS SASS AAA AAAS SSA SSA AI SSSA SSS SIA 






You may have a real-life story for TAN CONFESSIONS, per- 
haps the story of your own life. From month to month TAN 
Conressions will present true stories of Negro life and 
romance and your own experiences may be the story which 


the editors are looking for. You do not have to be a trained 
writer to contribute. Just tell the story in your own words. 
It is the dramatic interest in the story that TAN CONFESSIONS 
is interested in rather than the style. 
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Spank 


(Continued from 


and spoil the child” belief. There are 
those who still think that no child ever 
needs spanking. There are others who be- 
lieve that spanking is all right in modera- 
tion and those who believe spanking is very 
rarely justified except in drastic cases. In 
fact, the “to spank or not to spank” con- 
troversy has grown to such proportions 
that several radio round tables have devot- 
ed network broadcasts to the problem. 


Even those who believe in spanking in 


moderation are in divided camps. There 
are those who believe a child should never 
be spanked in anger. They hold to the be- 
lief that the parent should take the “you 
have done wrong and Mommy must punish 
you although she does not want to hurt 
you” attitude. The angry mother is sup- 
posed to cool off before administering the 
punishment. Another group pooh-poohs 
this attitude as hypocritical. They feel 
that punishment should be given at the 
time of the misdeed and that it should be 
given in anger. They feel that a child un- 
derstands anger and that he can under- 
stand an angry person spanking him for 
doing wrong. But he cannot understand 
how a person who loves him very much can 
coldly and deliberately punish him—all the 
time professing love. 

Basically, most of the trouble comes 
from the failure of many parents to under- 
stand their children. In a family where 
the parents make an honest and firm at- 
tempt to understand the personality of 
their child, discipline problems are rare al- 
though it is true that no one can get com- 
pletely away from them. Once a child has 
reached the age of understanding (usually 
at about 10 to 14 months) and knows right 
from wrong, it is necessary for the parent 
to learn to see thipgs from the child’s view- 
point in every situation. It is not necessary 
for the parent to agree with the child but 
itis necessary to give the child the respect 
due an individual with the ability and in- 
telligence to take a stand—whether the 
stand be considered good or bad. The 
child should not be laughed at or scorned 
because his viewpoint is not that of an 
adult. Once a child has done something 
which the parent considers wrong, he de- 
serves an honest explanation. It is only 
when reasoning fails that punishment be- 
comes necessary for discipline. 

This discipline does become a problem 
and it will be effective only when the child 
clearly understands just why he is being 
punished—whether the punishment be a 
spanking or something like having to fore- 
#0 a much-liked dessert at dinner. The 


child who is spanked without knowing why 
becomes rebellious and will try almost any- 
thing—sometimes seeming to defy punish- 
ment. Discipline then often becomes ir- 
regular and irregular discipline is worse 
than no discipline at all. A child may also 
become a little rebel when faced with par- 
ents who lay down too strict rules and 
regulations or in families where one parent 
is easy going and the other very strict. In 
the latter case a child will soon learn to 
play one parent against the other so that 
he succeeds in upsetting the entire family. 

I do believe that a certain amount of 
discipline is necessary in the rearing of 
children. The parent who thinks he is do- 
ing his child a favor by allowing him to 
develop unhampered by any restrictions is 
failing to prepare the child for a future 
life full of laws and customs which are also 
a form of restriction. The child who has 
to wait for the world to teach him disci- 
pline is in for a bitter set of lessons. 

I believe also that punishment should be 
kept at a minimum and when given should 
be administered at the time of the wrong- 
doing. Little children have short memo- 
ries for misdeeds and cannot understand a 
spanking given by the father in the evening 
for something done that morning. For cer- 
tain children some other form of punish- 
ment may be more effective than spanking. 
Taking away a privilege works very well 
with some and others can be sufficiently 
punished by scolding. 

Spanking has probably fallen into dis- 
repute because too many people have used 
it to vent their own exasperation at a 
child’s misdeed rather than as a form of 
discipline to keep a child from deliberate 
wrong doing. 


Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 9) 


record player blares can do more for the 
boy friend’s morale than a rich papa who 
frowns tolerantly on his way out of sight 
and sound. 

More important, the very friends whom 
you try to impress, the ones who seem to 
have everything, will not only want to come 
to your house but will admire you because 
you are big enough to be proud of your 
home and your folks. And if they like you, 
you can be sure it is genuine, be sure that 
it is because of you and you alone. 

The house you live in is the place that 
made you what you are today. And if 
you're not proud of it, it’s a reflection upon 
yourself rather than your parents. Remem- 
ber when you are lonely and your fair- 
weather friends have forsaken you, there’s 
always home to go to and it will always 
welcome you with open arms. 

Don’t ever be ashamed of your home or 
your parents, because if you are, it’s 
shame, shame on you! 





(Continued from Page 42) 


They fail to realize that many Negroes die 
in tuberculosis hospitals primarily because 
they have neglected treatment for so long 
that they are practically hopeless cases be- 
fore they seek medical assistance. 

Before 1860 when most of the Negroes in 
America were slaves, the death rate from 
tuberculosis among colored folk was even 
lower than that among whites. Living a 
healthful rural life, the slaves were kept in 
such good physical condition that their 
bodies were able to fight off the germs 
which caused tuberculosis (then also called 
consumption, bugs, lung trouble and some- 
times even “indigestus”). But in the years 
which followed the emancipation the 
Negroes moved into crowded slums of cities 
and, faced with an unequal struggle for 
their very existence, soon became the wide- 
spread victims of the disease. Even today 
there are sections in cities such as Chicago, 
Detroit and New York which show Negro 
death rates from tuberculosis which are 
five or six times higher than the national 
average for whites. Poverty and tuber- 
culosis seem to travel hand-in-hand. 

Like all other diseases, tuberculosis is 
easiest cured when caught in an early 
stage. This means that once a person be- 
gins to show any of the six symptoms 
which are often forerunners of tuberculo- 
sis, he should pay a trip to the doctor. 

The danger signals which might be 
warning of tuberculosis should be well 
known by almost everyone by now. An un- 
explained tiredness and loss of pep is one. 
Others are loss of weight, a persistent 
cough that lasts for ten days or more, a 
sharp pain or stitch in the side and some- 
times bad digestion or a rough feeling in 
the throat. The spitting of blood is a very 
real danger signal that calls for a prompt 
trip to a doctor. Any of these signals lets 
a person know that he should be checked 
for tuberculosis. Chances are that he does 
not have it but only the X-ray can give him 
positive proof. 

With the fight against TB so well estab- 
lished today even the poorest person can 
easily locate a tuberculosis clinic where 
free X-ray check-ups will soon let one know 
whether or not tuberculosis is present. 

Despite millions of dollars spent in re- 
search science has been unable to come up 
with a drug that will kill the tuberculosis 
bacilli in the body. Even streptomycin, the 
wonder drug which has shown great prom- 
ise in the treatment of the disease, does noi 
kill tuberculosis germs. It seems to keep 
them from multiplying but it is the body 
itself which eventually wins the fight. 
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Counterfeit 


Love yore 
(Continued from Page 29) 
come to leave. But you'll be back. You 
know why? Because you're no better than I 
am, Annette. We’re cut from the same 
cloth. The only difference is I can find my 
fun—or leave it. You can’t. Remember that, 
Annette. Remember that when you come 
running back—you and your baby!” 

I threw myself across the bed, sobbing 
as he slammed the door. I knew what he 
said was true. It had been true since that 
first day when he came to St. Louis. I had 
wanted him desperately! I had thrown my- 
self on him. I hadn’t meant to, but what 
else was there for me to do? I was starved 
for love and attention and I had never 
known it from anybody—at least not the 
kind Phil offered, not the kind his eyes 
promised when we first met. 

How miserable my life had been before 
he came. It was like living in a cage, al- 
ways cooped up and tormented, and never 
really feeling any affection or kindness 
from anyone. Always it had been: “An- 
nette? Remember, be back by 11 o’clock. 
Annette! You're not to see that boy any- 
more!” Annette this, Annette that; I was 
sick of it. 

Aunt Evelyn had meant well, I suppose, 
but I couldn’t stand her relentless nagging 
and domination. It had been the same 
since I was a little girl. She seemed to re- 
sent me and delighted in being severe with 
me even when it wasn’t necessary. Father 
had asked her to take care of me when 
“Mama” died—I was six then—and even 
though she consented and always made it 
appear before him that she was kind to me, 
she gave me nothing but a life of unhap- 
piness. Father was always out of town on 
business so there was no one I could turn 
to in my despair. It was only the few times 
when he was at home that I had any hap- 
piness at all. 

I guess that was why I fell so terribly in 
love with Phil the first time I saw him. He 
seemed so protective, so understanding. 
True, there had been someone else once 
but you couldn’t really call Steve a man. 
He was only a mere boy, my own age. 
There was never more between us than just 
a harmless flirtation, but ever since the time 
we were found together in an empty class- 
room I was made out to seem worse than I 
really was. Boys would look at me with 
that knowing look and my own girl friends 
tried to get me to tell them about what 
really happened when actually there was 
nothing to tell. Aunt Evelyn, of course, 
never got over it. She always found some 
excuse to bring it up and call me a sneak- 
ing little hussy. As much as I tried I 
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couldn’t live it down and she wouldn’t let 
me. 


I HAD to have somebody to turn to and it 

was only fate, I suppose, that brought 
me and Phil together. As it happened, it 
was one of the few times that father was at 
home, and being the trusting soul that he 
was, he asked me one night if I would take 
his car and meet a fellow at the airport 
who was coming in town to do some work 
for his company. He said he had an im- 
portant dinner engagement and couldn’t 
possibly get away. All I would have to do, 
he said, would be to pick up the fellow at 
the airport and drop him at his hotel. Of 
course, Aunt Evelyn was almost beside her- 
self at the suggestion, but I knew she 
wouldn’t say anything contrary to father’s 
wishes. 

From father’s description it was an easy 
matter to pick Phil out from all the others 
there at the airport. And I knew that there 
would be more than just this one chance 
meeting for us. Something stirred inside me 
that very first moment when we stood in- 
troducing ourselves. 

I tried not to show it, but Phil must have 
guessed it from the way I flustered and 
jumbled my conversation. All the way back 
in town I could hardly watch traffic for 
stealing quick glances at him, and when- 
ever I stopped for a traffic light I couldn’t 
keep from turning and looking at him full 
in the face. 

I thought he was the most handsome man 
I had ever seen—handsome in a protective, 
virile sort of way. He was well built, with 
broad shoulders that made you want to 
think of him as an athlete rather than the 
artist he was. His face was well-propor- 
tioned with an intelligent forehead, high 
cheekbones and a firmly rounded chin, 
slightly creased in the middle. The fierce 
blackness of his carefully-skaped mustache 
stood out against his smooth, brown com- 
plexion, and his eyes were oddly gray yet 
fascinatingly warm. When he looked at you 
with them, you could feel them uncovering 
you, invading your privacy. 

He had turned sideways in the seat be- 
side me and I could feel those eyes travel- 
ing the length of me in a slow appraisal. 

“How old are you, Annette?” he asked 
abruptly. His question startled me so I had 
to think for a second before deciding on 
what age to tell him. 

“Nineteen,” I lied. “Nineteen 
twenty. Why do you ask?” 

Phil smiled. “Just curious. [ve been 
sitting here admiring you. Who’s the lucky 
boy friend?” 

“Boy friend? Oh, there isn’t any—I 
mean there isn’t any special one.” I 
couldn’t bring myself to tell him the truth. 
I couldn’t tell him that I was just 17 and 
that there were no boy friends. No, I 
couldn’t tell him that. He might not have 
understood. It was better, at least for the 
time being, to pretend there were boy 
friends and that I was the gay young thing 
he imagined me to be. 
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When we finally stopped in front of his 
hotel, I held out my hand to say goodbye 
but instead of him letting it go right away, 
he held on to it firmly but gently and slyly 
suggested that I go up to his room with him 
for a little refreshment, a cocktail perhaps, 

A drink? Liquor? The thought raced 
through my mind. Behind closed doors 
I probably could manage one drink, by 
what if someone in the lobby recognized 
me and told Aunt Evelyn. I knew it was g 
foolish chance to take, but I agreed on the 
condition that he get me to his room as 
quickly as possible and that there would be 
only one drink. 

Luckily, there was no one around who 
recognized me and I breathed a sigh of re. 
lief once inside the room. To myself I was 
wondering what Aunt Evelyn might say jf 
she knew I had dared come here like this— 
in a hotel room with a man! Even the 
thought of it half-frightened me, but under. 
neath it all I was enjoying it, feeling some. 
how that for once I was doing what | 
wanted to without anybody snooping or 
prying. 

After one drink, as I had promised | 
made some excuse about leaving and start. 
ed toward the door, but Phil was quickly 
beside me. taking my hands in his. He was 
looking at me with those warm gray eyes 
and I could feel myself melting away, al- 
most powerless in his presence. I trembled 
as he drew me to him, and then in one in.- 
pulsive moment his mouth came down on 
mine, hard, moist and warm. 

“No, Phil. no,” I whispered. trying to 
catch my breath, but my weak protests were 
answered only with more kisses. I wanted 
to resist, but my own love-starved emotions 
urged me on. Then suddenly I found my- 
self greedily returning his kisses, clinging 
to him as if each precious moment would 
be the last, tingling with each new wonder- 
ful surge of passion until my skin burned 
like scarlet and the blood raced wildly 
through my veins. I could feel his breath, 
coming in great, impatient heaves, hot and 
uneven. 

This was madness, I told myself, but | 
was too weak to fight against it. I wanted 
his kisses. I wanted to be swept away like 
this, with every fibre of me vibrating to 
each tender caress, throbbing to the pas 
sions that burned inside me and feeling the 
response I had kindled in him. 

Somewhere among the noises in the 
street below I could hear the rumbling of 
a trolley car and the sudden, impatient 
blasts of automobile horns, but they grew 
fainter and fainter and soon were no more. 

“I’m sorry, Annette,” Phil said later. “I 
hadn’t meant to—I mean I shouldn't 
have. . .” It was difficult for him to find the 
words. 

“You needn’t be sorry, Phil,” I said 
quietly, my cheeks flushing with shame. 
“You needn’t be sorry—ever. I should have 
left when I started to.” 

“But you don’t understand, darling,” be 
broke in. “What I was trying to say was 
that I am in love with you—terribly in love. 
I know that may sound ridiculous, but I 
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knew it from that first moment back there 
at the airport. I didn’t want to risk cheap- 
ening that love, but when I felt you in my 
arms like that I went mad, completely mad. 
Please try to understand that, darling. 
Please know that I didn’t want anything 
to happen between us until. . .” His voice 
fell and for a moment I thought he 
wouldn’t say what he was about to. 

“Yes, Phil? Until what?” 

“Well, until—until I could ask you to 
marry me. I had no way of knowing that 
you would or if you cared at all, but I was 
going to try. I had made up my mind about 
that. Then when I kissed you I just couldn't 
control myself.” 

I cried softly in Phil’s arms. Everything 
seemed so much better now, but I couldn't 
hold back the tears. 

“When will I see you again, darling,” 
Phil whispered, lingering with me at the 
door. 

“T don’t know. I don’t know when—or 
how. but I will see you again—soon—I 
know I will.” 


J I HAD known better, I would never 
have made that promise, I would have 
broken off with him then and tried to for- 
get everything, all that had happened be- 
tween us in that one reckless and impulsive 
moment. But how was I to know? How 
could I know that with him I was just an- 
other conquest, another woman on his 
string ? 

As I had promised I did see him in the 
days that followed—often. And each time 
it seemed as if I was living in another 
world, not caring what tomorrow might 
bring, living only for that one moment and 
thrilling to every minute of it. To me, Phil 
meant everything. He was the only thing 
that mattered in my life. 

Yet, somehow in the back of my mind I 
had a feeling that he wasn’t completely 
mine. It wasn’t anything he had said or 
done, but the feeling was there and it 
taunted me when I was away from him. It 
could have been my own imagination, or 
the fact that Phil hadn’t mentioned mar- 
riage again since that first night, but I 
couldn’t help thinking that somehow he 
didn’t care as much as he had once. 

Then one day I knew I would have to be 
sure of him. I was going to have a baby— 
his baby! 

I wanted to wait until after he 
mention our marriage again before I told 
him, but each time I tried to bring it up 
through hints Phil would only become with- 
drawn and evasive. I couldn’t bring my- 
self to tell him yet, but I knew the day 
would come when I must. 

For days I lived through my own mental 
tortures, wondering how to tell him, won- 


would 


dering what he would say, wondering if he 
would—as he had promised—still ask me to 
be his wife just for myself alone and not 
because of what had happened. I was 
nearly out of my mind with worry, and 
finally, when I knew I couldn’t go on any 
longer, living in torment and trying to hide 
my secret, I decided to tell him. 


It was then that I found out what I 
should have suspected all along, what I 
knew was in the back of my mind but 
wouldn’t permit myself to believe. 

True, Phil had never mentioned any 
other woman to me before—at least none of 
his past romances, but when I walked into 
his hotel room that evening, determined to 
tell him about our secret, I knew instantly 
that the woman I found there had shared a 
part of his life. He didn’t have to tell me, I 
just knew. 

She was standing there at the dresser 
when I walked in, pushing back the hair 
from off her neck and tidying it with a 
brush and quick flicks of her hand. For 
one surprised moment our eyes met in in- 
stant appraisal of each other, and Phil. 





visibly upset on seeing me, nervously at- 
tempted to make introductions. “Miriam,” 
he said quickly, “this is Annette. You re- 
member, I wrote you about her. Annette, 
this is Miriam—from Detroit—one of the 
models I use occasionally.” 

“Hello,” she purred in a honey-coated 
voice and from the way she winked as she 
said it I knew that she knew much more 
about me and Phil than I knew about her. 
I felt like an intruder, a stranger, but I 
managed to mumble a greeting in return, 
all the while studying her from head to 
foot. Her clothes, the exotic perfume she 
was wearing, everything about her told 
me that she was expensive—and experi- 
enced. She was one of the kind of women 
who seem to belong to the glamour of night 
clubs, luxurious hotel suites and Cadillacs. 

When she had finished at the dresser, she 
took a few steps toward me and offered her 
hand. “Phil has mentioned you so many 
times, darling, I’ve simply been dying to 
meet you. Of course, Ill only be here over 
the weekend, but I’m sure we'll get to see 
lots of each other. You won’t mind, will 
you—I mean my tagging along with you 
and Phil. He’s such an old friend and I 
hardly know anyone else in St. Louis.” 

Then pausing at the door, she gave a 
quick toss to her long tresses, looked back 
at Phil and said meaningfully, “Shall I— 
ah still expect you, darling?” 

Expect Darling! What did 
mean! I was in a rage with jealousy, but I 
was determined not to let Phil know it. So 
I waited until he said the first word. I 
could see that her last remark had caught 
him unguardedly as she had intended for 
it to, but Phil wasn’t the kind to give away 
his inner feelings so easily. 

“You mustn’t mind Miriam,” he laughed. 
“She’s always behaved like that around 
anyone I seemed interested in. That’s just 

We of close at one 
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her were sort 


time—a 


way. 
years ago 
all over now.” 

“What is she doing here?” I cut in. 

“Oh, I wrote to her about a job with an 
artist friend of mine, so she came down to 
see about it. That was all.” 

I tried to make him look me in the eye as 
he talked, but he wouldn’t. He pretended 
to be busy straightening up the room, but 
I could tell he was rattled at my having 


found out about Miriam and was only stall- 
ing for time until he could frame the right 
answers to my questions. 

“What did she mean by expecting you?” 
I asked quietly. 

“Nothing, darling. Nothing at all. I 
simply suggested that I would take her to 
meet this artist friend of mine tonight so 
they would have plenty of time to work out 
things between them. Is there anything so 
wrong in that? Now see here, Annette, I 
don’t think you’re being quite fair at all, 
questioning me like this as if I were a— 
well, as if I were trying to hide something. 
Miriam doesn’t mean a thing to me and 
that’s all there is to it!” 

Phil had never shouted at me before and 
I felt a little ashamed of myself for having 
asked such jealous questions. Yet, I still 
felt somehow that all hadn’t been told, that 
there was more that was being kept from 
me, secrets that only they shared, that I 
would perhaps never know. 

I couldn’t tell him now about the baby. 
It just wouldn’t be the wisest thing to do at 
a time like this. 

For the rest of the short time I was there 
our conversation turned to unimportant, 
everyday happenings, but it was forced and 
labored. Even his kisses were tasteless and 
the feeling gone from his embraces. 

Finally when I got ready to leave, Phil 
took me in his arms and again tried to re- 
assure me that Miriam meant nothing to 
him, and I promised that I wouldn’t think 
of her anymore. But that night at home I 
cried myself to sleep, not knowing what to 
do, what to think, or what to believe. 

In a few weeks Phil’s job with the firm 
father worked for was finished. I still 
hadn’t gotten around to telling him yet, and 
probably would have held off until it was 
impossible to try to hide it any longer had 
it not been for him telling me that he was 
going back to Detroit. I couldn’t bear to 
think of him leaving. I dreaded the thought, 
feeling somehow when if he went, he would 
be gone out of my life forever. 

In those last few days I tried desperately 
to find phrases that would break my secret 
to him gently, but none would come. 
Finally, I waited until we were at the train 
station and his train was about to leave be- 
fore I tried to say all the things I had 
wanted to so many times before. 

“Phil,” I said cautiously. “Do you re- 
member the things you said to me that first 
night—about marriage and all that?” 

“Of course. darling. We've been over 
that before. I told you we'd get married as 
soon as I could get a few things straight- 
ened out. We just can’t jump into a thing 
like that; it takes money and... .” 

“But you don’t understand, Phil,” I cut 
in. “We can’t put it off any longer. We 
simply can’t! We've got to get married.” 

“What do you mean, we’ve got to? Didn’t 
I say I'd send for you as soon as [ could? 
What else can I do right now? I told you 
we would have to wait a little while. Can’t 
you understand that? Why must you al- 
ways be so stubborn about such things?” 

“But, Phil, 1 . . .” It was too late. The 
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conductor was already waving the last pas- 
sengers aboard and there wasn’t time to 
finish what I had to tell him. Only time for 
one brief goodbye kiss and then he was 
gone. 


COULD tell him in a letter, I thought as 

I started toward home, but I wouldn’t be 
there when he read it to see the expression 
on his face, to know from it how he really 
felt. But yet a letter would have to do what 
I hadn’t done for myself. So I wrote it. 
Then his answer. 

The words swept past my eyes, spelling 
out his feelings, telling me his thoughts. 
“Why didn’t you tell me? ... marriage 

impossible now . . . wait . .. one 
month ...come to _ Detroit . . . work 
something out.” 

W ork something out? What did he mean, 
work something out? There was nothing to 
work out. He had promised—once. He 
couldn’t—he wouldn’t go back on that. 
Surely, he realized. Or did he? I was more 
confused now than ever. I could wait—a 
little while, yes—but not a month. That 
would be too long. I would have to go to 
him before that. 

I put a match to one end of the letter 
and watched it burn black, wishing it were 
as easy to erase the miserable suffering I 
had brought into my own life. 

Two weeks went by but there were no 
more letters from Phil even though I wrote 
him almost daily, pouring out my heart to 
him, still believing that soon everything 
would be all right for us. I suffered the 
tortures of the damned in those two weeks, 
hoping each day would bring some mes- 
sage. But there was none and I realized that 
there was nothing left for me to do but go 
to him, although it never crossed my mind 
that if I did my worst fears would become 
stark, naked realities. 

Phil didn’t have to tell me when I walked 
in his room there in Detroit. No one had to 
tell me. The room and its musty odor of 
stale perfume, the vanity table and its un- 
tidy display of feminine needs, told me all 
too plainly, too shockingly what I should 
have suspected long ago. My Phil—and 
Miriam were living there—together. 

There was only one out for me now and I 
knew it: tell father and make a clean 
breast of everything. Whatever happened 
after that would just have to happen. I was 
weary. much too weary and too hurt to care 
any longer. 

I know it must have been painful to fa- 
ther, sitting there listening to all the things 
I told him that had happened since that 
first night when he had asked me to take 
the car and meet Phil. But when I had 
finished he didn’t get angry as I had ex- 
pected he would. Instead, he just sat there 
for a long time without uttering a word, a 
slight frown on his face and his jaws set. 
Then finally he got up and went out of the 
room and came back in a moment with an 
envelope in one hand and a wad of money 
in the other. 

“Annette,” he said 


52 


slowly, “You’ve 


brought me the one heartache that every 
father dreads who has to raise a daughter 
without a mother. I’m not blaming you for 
what’s been done. I only blame myself. I 
blame myself for not having been here to 
give you the companionship and affection 
that a young girl needs. I know it’s too late 
now to talk about things like that. We can’t 
undo what’s been done; that’s impossible. 
But we can try to salvage some of the fu- 
ture and maybe make things a little easier 
for both of us. 

“IT have some money here and a letter. 
The letter is to a doctor friend of mine in 
Cleveland. I want you to take them both 
and go to him—in Cleveland. He’ll know 
what to do after you give him the letter.” 

As soon as I was on the train for Cleve- 
land I felt relieved, happy in the knowledge 
that I at least would be spared the mental 
torture of everybody knowing and pointing 
me out in whispers. 

At first I was a little lonely in Cleveland, 
but father’s friend—the doctor—with whom 
I was staying, soon put an end to that. 
Gradually I began meeting ‘new people, 
young married couples, he or his wife 
would bring to the house, and sometimes, 
with a knowing wink, he would introduce 
me to a young, unmarried fellow. 

Naturally, I couldn’t afford to allow my- 
self to become too “regular” on dates with 
any of the fellows I met, but there was 
one—Everett—whom I was always happy 
to go around with. He was a little older 
than the others and seemed to be more 
understanding. Yet, with him, there were 
times when I came perilously close to 
giving my secret away, somehow feeling 
that he didn’t deserve to be fooled into 
thinking that I was a married woman with 
a husband overseas. I don’t know what it 
was that made me feel like that about him, 
but whenever I was with him I couldn't 
help feeling that I wanted to tell him every- 
thing about myself, confide in him as if he 
was someone very close to me. 

When we were together we talked about 
weighty things, people and problems, the 
kind of future he wanted out of his career 
as a lawyer. I thought he was wonderful, 
but it never once crossed my mind that I 
could feel any more toward him than may- 
be a sister does toward an older brother. 

Then one night that distance suddenly 
was no more. Everett kissed me, hard, 
passionately, as if he had been planning it 
for days, but couldn’t bring himself to go 
through with it until that very moment. 

“Everett!” I gasped, struggling free. 
“Please!” I tried to sound indignant and 
embarrassed, but he only stood there look- 
ing at me, puzzled and confused. “Forgive 
me, Annette,” he said hollowly, and reach- 
ing for his hat was quickly out the door. 

I lay awake that night thinking what a 
complicated mess things were beginning to 
be. Here was Everett, obviously in love with 
me, but too much of a gentleman to inter- 
fere with another man’s wife. Here I was, 
prégnant, living a lie, pretending to be 
married, but actually about to give birth to 





a nameless baby—and afraid to admit my 
own love for the one man who could give jt 
a name and me a future. 

The more I thought about it, the more 
wretched I felt. What a silly fool I had 
been to drive Everett away with my hollow 
dramatics. How foolish of me not to realize 
that all the while I had been leaning op 
him, finding my strength in his warm yp. 
derstanding. But now, even if he did come 
back, how could I tell him all the things 
that lay heavy on my heart? And once he 
knew, what would he think of me? Would 
he go on caring, loving me as much as 
that one kiss had told me, or would that 
love turn to mistrust, doubt, even hate for 
the deception I had offered him? 

It was a long chance to take and I knew 
it. But I realized now that Everett had to 
know everything. I needed him too much 
to go on letting him think that I belonged 
to someone else. 

The next night he did come back, not to 
visit, but to offer more apologies. But | 
wouldn’t listen to them. Instead, I drew 
him over onto the sofa with me and made 
him promise not to interrupt until I finished 
what I had to say. Then, in careful, hesi- 
tant sentences I poured out my story to 
him. I told him everything, all about Phil, 
how it had been with us back in St. Louis, 
the baby, everything. When I had finished 
he sat there, stunned, staring blankly at the 
floor beneath his feet. Mechanically, he 
reached for a cigarette and lit it without 
once lifting his eyes or relaxing his pose, 
I was holding my breath, wondering if | 
had done the right thing in telling him, 
trying to read the thoughts behind that 
intense expressionless gaze. 

Then finally, like a judge reaching a 
weighty decision, he settled back on the 
sofa and turned toward me. 

“T had no idea, Annette,” he said quietly. 
“You poor, hurt, brave little darling.” And 
then in one violent explosion of emotions 
he was holding me close in his arms, fe 
verishly kissing my lips, my cheeks, my 
eyes, and asking me in tender, hurried 
phrases if I still had enough faith left in 
men to accept him for a husband—and a 
father. I was too happy for any words that 
would come. Hot tears were already rush- 
ing down my cheeks, wonderful, unre: 
strained tears of joy that I knew would 
never have to be shed again. 

It has been a little over a year now since 
little Everett was born, but in that year I've 
found more happiness than I ever dared 
dream possible. Sometimes I find myself 
thinking that this is all just a happy, wom 
derful dream, but each time I hear 
Everett’s footsteps coming up the walk, 
then feel his arms around me, comforting 
and reassuring, I know that this is more 
than just a dream. For no dream could 
ever bring me that much happiness. No 
dream could ever erase so completely the 
memory of that one mistake that almost 
shattered my faith in men. No dream 
could ever have brought me a husband it 
stead of leaving just a promise. THE END 
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Baby’s 
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where she sat on the edge of the bed, bent 
double with pain. 

“Mom! What is it?” But one look at the 
resigned pain in her eyes told me—another 
baby! Another job for an already over- 
worked “helper.” I didn’t even bother to 
go to the school that night. What was the 
use? My one big chance to be the center 
of attraction was gone. 

I recognized my great need for affection 
while I was still very young, and my adoles- 
cent day dreams were filled with romantic 
visions of being carried away to some tropic 
island where I could be adored by my 
dream lover for all eternity. 

When David came along, he was like any- 
thing but the man of my dreams. I was 25 


and he was 10 years older than I, hardly 
the dashing “Prince Charming” type. But 


he was kind and gentle and had been lonely 
for so long that he virtually smothered me 
with love and attention. 

Although I had noticed him the many 
times he came into the restaurant where I 
was a waitress, I had no idea how nice he 
was, nor how lonely, until one night when 
his regular table was taken and he sat down 
at once at my station. Ora, one of the other 
girls, buzzed me as I went into the kitchen 
to place his order. “I see you've got old 
moneybags, Bea,” she said with a sly wink. 

I looked across at the tall, brownskin 
man who sat quietly reading a newspaper. 


“He’s no jitterbug. if that’s what you 
mean,’ I replied. “But he’s not old. Just 
—well, distinguished-looking.” 

Ora shrugged her shoulders. “It’s a 


Personally, I 


loaded with 


matter of 
think he’s a square, but he’s 
loot!” 

“You’ve never been out with him, have 
Then why call him a square?” 
move into 


opinion, honey. 


you? 

“Any man who doesn’t any 
openings / give him is either a square or 
just plain old everyday dead!” she cracked, 
then flounced off with a toss of her ample 
hips. 

When I brought my customer his dessert, 
he looked up and after a slight hesitation, 
asked, “Tell me, Miss, are there any nice 
hotels here in Milwaukee?” 

I warned myself. What 


This guy was a 


Here it comes, 
did Ora mean “square?” 
fast worker! 
dignantly. 
know anything about,” 
“After all, 

He hastily apologized. 
me. I didn’t mean it that way.” 
to say but suddenly got up 
fumbled in his wallet for money to pay his 
check and hurriedly left. 


I drew up my shoulders in- 
“That’s something I wouldn’t 
I said haughtily. 
nice girls——” 

“Please forgive 
He started 


more, and 








LAT that night when I got off from 

work, I saw him up front at the coun- 
ter, dawdling over a cup of coffee. He rose 
and fell in step with me as I went out, apol- 
ogizing again so earnestly that I felt com- 
pelled to prove that I was neither angry nor 
felt insulted. We introduced ourselves and 
it wasn’t long before I knew all about 
David—who he was, where he worked and 
how lonely he was. 

He ran on the road, and told me all about 
his job as steward on the elegant club cars 
on streamliners from Chicago to Milwaukee 
and back again. He needed a hotel room 
for the night, he explained, because he 
had to lay over instead of doubling right 
back. I assured him I was convinced that 
he had merely wanted information and had 
not been making a pass. 

I found myself attracted to this quiet, un- 
assuming fellow who was so different from 
the sharpies who were always hanging 
around the restaurant. I readily agreed 
when he suggested a date the next time he 
was in town. 

I eased back a corner of the blanket and 
stole a look at the wrinkled, colorless face 
of my baby. Mine and David’s! A shudder 
wracked my weakened body. David’s—or 
Stan’s? From the button nose, the pursed 
mouth and tightly shut eyes, it was a 50-50 
proposition—a toss-up—whether he was the 
son of my husband or my lover. 

Long before David got around to asking 
me, I had made up my mind I would marry 
He was all the things I’d never had— 
security, affection, and someone I’d 
never have to share with anyone. When I 
broke the news to my parents, they were 
happy about it, although I knew that Mom 
would miss my help around the house and 
Dad would be pretty bad off without the 
money I contributed each week. Dad raised 
some objections, more to have something to 


him. 
love, 


say than to help me decide. 

“Course, being a railroad man, he ought 
to be able to support a wife and family,” he 
observed, knocking out the ashes from his 
pipe. “But on the other hand, men running 
on the road sometimes have families at both 
ends of their run.” 

“David’s not like that!” I protested 
heatedly. “He’s good, he’s kind and honest 
and—” 

“Sure he is, dear,” my mother put in, 
looking up from the dress she was mend- 
ing. “He’s got to be, else how could he 
charm my daughter away?” 

**Nother thing,” Dad continued authori- 
tatively, “Don’t forget he’s been hitched 
once already.” 

I wouldn’t even to myself, but 
this was the one fly in the ointment. David 
had divorced his wife five years earlier and 
vague about what 
had happened. It my mother who 
the silly fears. “Whatever 
first time is no sign it'll 


“Bea, 


admit it, 


he had been strangely 
was 
chased 
went wrong the 
happen with you. 


away 


* she pointed out. 


honey, you got to remember you're getting 
a man who’s already housebroken, so to 
speak. It'll be like slipping on a com- 


fortable pair of old shoes.” 
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“Maybe you're right, Ma.” Dad had to 
have the last word. “But it just might have 
been his fault instead of his wife’s that they 
had the bustup. Time will tell.” 

Babies are funny—newly-born ones, that 
is. You can’t tell whether they’re boys or 
girls just by looking at them. But the nurse 
had said mine was a boy. More than any- 
thing else on our wedding night, I wanted 
to give David a son. I held a boy-child at 
my milk-filled breast, but could I look 
David in the eye and tell him it was his. 

Oddly enough, even though I was sorry 
for my overburdened mother each time she 
had another child, I never became bitter or 
felt that all men were “beasts” for ex- 
pecting the natural fulfillment of love. I 
wanted to have children for my husband. 
We were married at my parents’ home and 
then left for Chicago, where David had an 
apartment. I recall how just as we left the 
house, waving farewell to my assembled 
family, Dad called out jokingly, “Good 
luck, kids. May all your troubles be ‘little’ 
ones!” 

David fell strongly silent after that and 
only when we boarded the train and began 
to make love in the privacy of our compart- 
ment, did he regain some of his former high 
spirits. 

The night my husband tenderly carried 
me across the threshold of our bedroom, I 
knew that it was the beginning and end of 
everything my heart had ever desired. 
Gently, he placed me on the broad, linen- 
covered double bed. His caresses were 
gentle, yet sure and knowing. My body 
eagerly responded as he slowly but surely 
aroused my senses until every fibre tingled. 
Involuntarily, a shuddering sigh of inex- 
pressible happiness escaped my lips. 

David drew back. “Don’t be frightened, 
darling,” he whispered. 

“Oh, no!” I cried. “I’m not frightened. 
David, darling, I want to .. .” 


IFE with David was perfect. We spent 


all our time together, and when he was 
out on a trip I’d just putter around the 
apartment, reveling in the leisure I’d 
never known at home. David’s family was 
very friendly and accepted me right into 
their circle. Yet, we were never bothered 
with them, visiting them or inviting them 
over only when we felt like it. 

Then, one night, David came home un- 
usually late, his customary smile and 
cheery words missing. “What’s the matter, 
darling?” I asked, my fingers caressing 
the nape of his neck as I always did when 
he was tired or worried. 

“I’ve got a new run, honey. It'll mean 
more money, but I'll be out for almost a 
week each trip.” I said nothing, but al- 
ready I was beginning to miss him. “I 
tried to get out of it,” he told me, “but I 
couldn't.” 

He looked so dejected and forlorn that I 
forced myself to smile. “Why not look at 
the bright side?” I suggested. 

“Is there one?” he asked skeptically. 

“Of course! Just like Mom always said, 
every cloud has a silver lining. Think how 
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much happier we'll be to see each other 
then!” 

But it wasn’t long before David’s long 
absences grew unbearable. I became rest- 
less with so much time on my hands. Id 
grown accustomed to being the focus of at- 
tention and more important, David had 
aroused desires in me that fairly cried out 
for satisfaction. 

I'll never understand why I did it, and I 
can’t offer any excuses. There are none 
for a person who, for one fleeting thrill, 
gambles a whole lifetime of happiness. 
Even later, looking back on what happened, 
the events of that awful night remained 
a blur. I guess a psychologist would say I 
couldn’t remember because I deliberately 
put it out of my mind. And I suppose 
that’s true. 

I do remember it started out as an eve- 
ning of innocent fun. Id been playing 
bridge at Mamie Haskin’s, the wife of one 
of the fellows who worked with David. Her 
cousin Stan, a smooth-talking young fellow, 
with a friendly manner, happened to drop 
in just as the card party was breaking up. 
Mamie insisted that he take me home, since 
David wasn’t there. I finally agreed. To 
tell the truth, I was bored with the catty 
woman-talk the girls always indulged in 
and found it pleasant just to be in male 
company. 

Stan showed the proper amount of in- 
terest in me and I guess I was flattered that 
an old married woman of almost a year 
could still get some response from a man 
who obviously had been around. So when 
Stan suggested a night-cap, I thought 
there’d be no harm in having just one drink 
with him. 

But we didn’t go to a bar, as I had sup- 
posed we would do. Instead, he took me to 
“a friend’s” place, a large plush apartment 
on South Parkway, with the dining room 
converted into a charming little bar. There 
were one or two other couples there and I 
thought it strange when I noticed the land- 
lady signal and one of the couples followed 
her down the hallway. 

Gradually it dawned on me what kind of 
place it was, and I could have kicked my- 
self for being so naive. But I’d had only 
two drinks and felt I had the situation well 
in hand. The fellow kept up a steady 
patter of small talk, with just enough sug- 
gestive topics thrown in to lead me on. 

The nurse returned for the baby, but I 
hugged him closer to me. He was all I had 
now. The nurse relented and gave me five 
minutes more while she started at the other 
end of the ward, and I was grateful for a 
little more time with my child... 

Stan was so different from David that I 
couldn’t help making comparisons. Where 
David was quiet and retiring, Stan was 
brash and talkative, keeping up a stream of 
chatter that virtually took my breath away. 
“This is certainly a lot more interesting 
than the hen party at Mamie’s. Not that I 
don’t like the girls,” I added hastily, “but 
it was a lucky thing for me that—” 

Stan waved his cigarette through the air. 
“Lucky?” he scoffed. “Don’t tell me you 







believe in luck and all that jive.” He helg 
my eyes in an almost hypnotic gaze, 

“Well, I—” 

“Look, beautiful, nothing happens by 
chance.” He leaned across the small table, 
“Things happen to people because it’s the 
right time, the right place, and everything 
else is right. You don’t think it was ap 
accident that I happened to drop in at 
Mamie’s just as you were leaving, do you?” 

“That’s what I'd call it.” 

“Baby, I had two different dates tonight, 
but something kept telling me to throw ’em 
out of my mind.” 

“But suppose I hadn’t been there?” | 
insisted. 

“But you were there!” Stan refilled my 
glass and raised his to mine in a toast, 
“Well, luck or fate—here’s to it!” 

I knew it was getting late, but I kept tel]. 
ing myself that a few more minutes 
wouldn’t hurt. Stan put some money into 
the tabletop juke box and we danced. He 
held me tight against him, but “dancing on 
a dime” attracted no attention from the 
other couple still sitting there. “What 
happens when the folks are out of town?” 
Stan asked, his lips close to my ear. 

“The ‘folks’?” I didn’t understand what 
he meant. 

“Yeah, your old man. Don’t you miss 
that steady diet of loving when he’s gone?” 

I tried to draw away indignantly, but he 
held me even closer. “Relax, baby,” he 
purred. 

“You—you shouldn’t talk that way,” I 
chided, frightened a little by the intimate 
turn in the conversation. 

“Why not?” he chuckled. “Why, if I 
had a fine woman like you, I’d never leave 
home!” 

“Aren’t you being a little impractical?” 
I countered in a bantering tone. “What 
would we live on?” 

“Love, baby—love!” 

Realizing I was getting way beyond my 
depth, I suddenly broke away and walked 
back to the table. “Maybe you should 
have kept one of your other dates,” I said, 
gathering up my things. “Then you 
wouldn’t have been disappointed.” 

“Disappointed?” He seemed surprised. 

“What I mean is, with one of them, you 
might have—” I hesitated, suddenly aware 
that this time it was I who would had 
steered the conversation into personal 
channels. 

Stan’s smile was smugly superior. “Go 
on,” he challenged. 

“Well—oh, you know what I mean!” I 
told him in exasperation. I nodded toward 
the dimly-lit hallway. 

“Oh, that!” He raised his eyebrows. 
“For all you know, I might not even be 
interested in you that way.” 

“You’re a man, aren’t you?” I flung at 
him, trying desperately to get the uppet 
hand in this exchange. 

“Want me to prove it, baby?” he asked 
suggestively. 

My eyes wavered before his bold gaz 
and for the first time that night I realized 
I was playing a dangerous game. I was 
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no match for this man whose easy self- 
assurance was almost overwhelming, and 
whose every word was a dare to live danger- 
ously. “Are you leaving now?” I asked, 
“or shall I—” 

“Of course.” Stan took my arm and we 
started toward the door. “I'll even drive 
you home—that is, unless you ’re afraid I 
might steal a goodnight kiss.” 

Feeling a lot safer since we were on our 
way out, I said boldly, “That, you’ll have 
to get now. I’m a respectable married 
woman who—” 

I felt Stan’s arms go around me and be- 
fore I could protest that I really didn’t 
mean it, he had me locked in a deep, 
tingling kiss. My head spun crazily and I 
fought to free myself. Just then, the door- 
bell rang, its high-pitched jangle shatter- 
ing the quiet of the hallway where we 
stood. I heard the landlady’s footsteps as 
she went to the door. 

Stan pushed open a door behind him 
and tugged at my arm. “In here!” he 
ordered in a hoarse whisper. Over his 
shoulder I saw the big double bed, its blue 
silk spread neatly turned down. shook 
my head stubbornly. Stan relaxed his grip. 
“Well,” he drawled, “if a respectable mar- 
ried woman doesn’t mind being seen in 
here—” He paused and pulled out a ciga- 
rette. “Of course, it might be somebody 
neither one of us knows, but on the other 
hand—” He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s 
up to fate.” 

I heard voices up front and the door 
closed. A moment later, the new arrivals 
started down the long hallway towards us. 
Quickly, I stepped inside the door and 
backed against it slowly until it closed. My 
eyes were rooted on the flowered pattern 
of the rug at my feet. I was certain the 
people passing just outside could hear the 
wild thumping of my heart. 

Then, all was quiet again and I raised 
my eyes. Stan was moving towards me, a 
determined look in his narrowed eyes. My 
legs refused to obey my command to move. 
Stan leisurely reached up and took off my 
hat, then took my purse from my nerveless 
fingers and tossed them on the dresser. 

“No!” I gasped. “No——” 

His smiling face moved closer and closer 
and just before. the ground floated away 
from my feet, I heard him whisper, “Like 
I said, baby—it’s fate.” 


FTER my “experience” with Stan, I 

appreciated David even more. It turned 
out to be a pain-filled, disgusting perform- 
ance that left me feeling unclean physically 
and spiritually, as well. But despite my 
overwhelming remorse, I couldn’t bring my- 
self to confess to David. I could only swear 
that never again would I betray my hus- 
band and pray to God to forgive me and 
help me atone for my sin. 

It was on our first anniversary that I 
discovered I was going to have a baby. I 
was so excited I was bursting to tell David 
the good news. But somehow I managed to 
keep my secret. We'd been invited to din- 
ner by David’s sister, Betty, and it was then 


I'd spring the surprise, I decided. 

Ora, who had moved to Chicago shortly 
after my marriage, had been invited and 
she proved to be the life of the party. She 
kept all of us in stitches with her funny 
sayings and humorous stories. Just as she 
was offering a toast to David and me, she 
suddenly let out a yell. “Say! I just 
thought of something,” she said, glancing 
from David to me. “Isn’t it just about time 
for you two to start building a nursery in 
that fine apartment you have?” 

There was an embarrassed silence, and 
Betty dropped a dish, while her husband, 
Tom, cleared his throat and changed the 
subject immediately. I started to make my 
startling announcement then, but it wasn’t 
quite how I'd planned to do it, so I waited. 

I fidgeted all through that evening, then 
helped Betty clear the table. As I passed 
down the hall to the kitchen, I heard my 
name through the half-opened door of a 
bedroom. I recognized David’s voice and 
halted there, both hands piled high with 
dirty dishes. Guiltily, I strained my ears. 

“.. and I still say you’re a lucky guy, 
Dave,” I heard Tom say. 

“Yes, my life with Ida—all the quarrels, 
and tricks and lies—seems like just a bad 
dream. Everything’s perfect now—ex- 
cept—” 

“Yeah, it’s tough,” Tom said. “No luck 
with the specialist Dr. Hinton sent you to?” 

I perked up my ears. 

“Couldn’t find a thing wrong,’ 
replied in a strained voice. 

There was a pause. “Well, it’s a damned 
shame!” Tom burst out. “You’ve got a 
good job, a nice home and a wonderful lit- 
tle wife, and yet for some reason the doc- 
you can’t have any 


David 


tors can’t discover, 
children.” 

The words struck me like a blow in the 
face, and when I fainted. I guess the dishes 
crashing to the floor brought everyone 
dashing into the hall where I lay motion- 
less. 

Naturally, they blamed the excitement 
of the celebration for my fainting spell and 
soon afterward David took me home and 
put me to bed. All night long I tossed and 
turned, trying to comprehend the thing that 
had suddenly dashed our perfect marriage 
into a million little pieces that could never 
be fitted together again. 

I wracked my brain for an explanation. 
I was certain my “lover” had assured me 
he had taken all precautions, yet, in view 
of how it had turned out, I couldn’t be 
sure of anything. I managed to send David 
off to work the next day with a forced 
smile, clinging to him as I kissed him good- 
bye as if I’d never see him again. Then I 
sat down to collect my thoughts. The feel- 
ing of guilt had spread like wildfire and I 
brooded all day over what to do. 

Then I realized there was only one an- 
swer. David must never know. I would 
have to go out of his life, take my shame 
far away from the man I loved with all my 
heart and soul. When David returned from 
his run, I had packed all my things and 
left for Milwaukee. No matter what my 
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parents thought about it, I knew they would 
never turn me out. The only thing I took 
from Chicago that David had given me was 
the indelible memory of the happiest year 
of my entire life. 

The nurse took my son and placed him 
on the rubber-wheeled cart with the rest of 
her squirming, squealing load of infants. 
She had asked me for a name to put on his 
tag and I had told her to make it “David.” 
No matter who his father was, that was the 
only name for my son. . 


N Y PARENTS were surprisingly sym- 

pathetic and insisted on waiting on 
me hand and foot. My brothers and sisters 
were happy to have me back, so I was well 
cared for. It was only the gnawing loneli- 
ness and the ache in my heart for David 
that made the days and nights drag on 
monotonously. 

The days lengthened into weeks and into 
months and eventually my time came. Dad 
had arranged for medical care, scraping 
together the money somehow. “After all,” 
he boasted, “Nothing’s too good for my first 
grandson!” 

“Tt might be a girl,” I suggested, hoping 
all the while he would be proved right. 

“Got to be a boy!” he insisted. “Runs in 
the family—my side of it, anyway.” 

All through the long, thick blackness of 
labor and the well of pain into which I was 
plunged I called for David. But during the 
intervals of consciousness, I knew it was 
like shouting at the moon. Nothing could 
bridge the endless gap between us now. 

I felt a gentle but persistent shaking on 
my shoulder. Drowsily I forced open my 
eyes and strained to focus them on the fig- 
ure bent over my bed. David! But no, it 
couldn’t be. I must have fallen back into 
the twilight of semi-consciousness. I closed 
my eyes, thinking the vision would go away. 
But when I opened them again, I saw it was 
David. He smiled and I knew I was no 
longer dreaming. ... 

“You silly, adorable, crazy little fool 
David said lovingly, stroking my hand. 
“Running away like that.” 

I ran my tongue over my parched lips. 

“Don’t try to talk,” he commanded. “I'll 
do the talking and I’ve got plenty to say. 


'? 


I nodded obediently. I still had to col- 
lect my thoughts. Meanwhile I'd listen to 
his words, look at his dear face, feel his 
tender touch. 

“When you left without even a goodbye 
note, I was plenty burned up,” David said. 
“Don’t forget, 'd been hurt once and only 
your love healed the scar, darling. For 
weeks I was like crazy—I thought I’d blow 
my top.” 

He eased down on the side of the bed 
and I didn’t even notice the sharp pains 
that shot up from my thighs. David was 
there, nothing else mattered. 

David went on. “Then I figured you’d 
overheard what Tom and I had been talk- 
ing about at the party that night and I re- 
signed myself to being a wifeless, childless 
man who was of no use to anybody.” 

I opened my mouth to tell him it wasn’t 
true, but he touched his fingers to my lips. 
“No, let me talk,” he smiled. “Then last 
week I ran into Ida. I was shocked when 
she told me she was married again and had 
three children. I felt worse than ever until 
she told me something that changed every- 
thing.” 

David ran a hand over his eyes and took 
a deep breath. 

“You see, darling, I was convinced that I 
was sterile, even though the doctors could 
find nothing wrong. Ida had changed a 
lot, not at all like the scheming, deceitful 
woman I once knew, so she confessed that 
she had tricked me. She’d always made 
sure there’d be no ‘accidents’-—that we 
wouldn’t have any kids. So I had to find 
you to tell you. For two days your family 
refused to tell me where you were. Finally, 
your mother broke down and told me.” 

Then maybe it was David’s son. I tried 
to think back, calculate the days. The more 
I thought of it, the more certain I was it 
was true. 

David bent down close to me. “I got a 
look at old prune-face before the nurse 
chased me away. Darling, life’s perfect 
again and even better than before. I’ve 
got you again and I’ve got my son!” 

His lips brushed across mine and then I 
knew for sure that David was not only my 
husband, but the father of my child. And 
life began again. THE END 
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that amounts to fantasy. This writer is 
also self-deceptive. He has an unpleasant 
unwillingness to face facts. This trait is 
shown by the initial loop in the first half of 
A nervous or restless 
condition is also shown. Note the mixed 
slant and large “p” loops which show a 
desire for physical activity. How can a 
person of this type avoid indulging in 
harmful diversion. 

A cure for this person would be first to 
teach him to accept facts as they are re- 
gardless of how unpleasant or distasteful. 
Secondly to control his emotions by good 


his circled letters. 


“ 


reasoning. 
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the person has a mixed slant which reveals 
restlessness. Very strong “t” bars well 
placed on the stem, tells us that this writer 
has self-confidence. There are also hooks 
at the beginning of strokes and we know 


Fie. 3 


that he has a desire to acquire. His writ- 
ing reveals that this desire of his to acquire 
is defensive. He wishes to protect and 
safeguard his future. This acquisition is 
for material gain. If he does not use rea- 
son and good judgment this trait can be- 
come an obsession. He will then concen- 
trate on this one thing to the exclusion of 
every other interest that he may have. 


I 
Married 
A 
Minister 
(Continued from Page 21) 


eye of a scheming male—even a Sunday 
school teacher. 

Some of the girls in the senior class de. 
cided to wear shorts on the outing, but 
since we knew our parents would never 
condone such scanty attire, we slipped them 
on underneath our skirts. Riding out to the 
picnic grounds in a big truck, we sang 
songs and the older girls and boys paired 
off into couples. Our teacher, Mr. Harvey, 
rode with us to keep order, but as we wres- 
tled around in the hay-filled truck, arms 
and legs flying, he seemed to be enjoying 
it as much as the kids. And even when 
some of the bolder girls took off their skirts 
to display their shorts Mr. Harvey didn't 
scold them. We decided he was a good 
sport and that it was fun to have him 
around. 

After the usual routine of games and the 
ceremony of eating lunches, the couples 
began slipping off into the surrounding 
woods. Not knowing exactly what to ex. 
pect, I followed Harry, the boy Id paired 
off with, to a secluded spot some distance 
away from the grownups. We found a cush- 
ion of pine needles and soon were fumbling 
about in teen-age lovemaking. We were so 
engrossed that neither of us heard Mr. Har- 
vey approach. But we sprang apart guiltily 
when he shouted, “Here, here! What's 
going on?” 

Harry jumped up and dashed through 
the trees and was gone before I could even 
get to my feet. I stood there looking down 
at the ground, waiting for Mr. Harvey's 
wrath to fall on my head. But nothing hap- 
pened and slowly I raised my eyes. Mr. 
Harvey was standing a few feet away, star- 
ing at me with a peculiar expression on his 
face. I could almost feel his eyes roaming 
up and down my bare legs and thighs, lin- 
gering on my firm, budding breasts. | felt 
almost naked. 

He took a step towards me. He wet his 
lips. “My, you’re a big girl, Jessie Mae!” 
he said, not taking his eyes from me. “How 
old are you now?” 

“T'll be 17 next month—Mr. Harvey,” I 
faltered. “You won’t tell my mother, will 
you?” He was the husband of one of 
Mother’s friends and since he was our Sut 
day school teacher, I regarded him almost 
like a father. 

“I don’t know, Jessie Mae. That de 
pends—” He was standing very close to 
me now and I could hear his breath wheez 
ing. “What was Harvey doing to you?” 
His voice was low and trembling. 

“We weren’t doing anything. Honest, Mr. 
Harvey!” 

He put a hand on my shoulder and 4 
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funny feeling shot through me. “He had 
his arms around you, didn’t he?” 

“Yes, but—” 

The hand slipped down and roughly 
prushed my small breasts. His breath was 
coming in short gasps. “Mr. Harvey— 
don’t!” 

“[’m not going to hurt you.” 
aleering smile. “Just let me 

“Don’t touch me—like that!” I pleaded, 
not knowing what to do. 

He had me in his arms trying to kiss me. 
His mustache scratched my face as I des- 
perately twisted away. “Don’t—don’t!” I 
screamed, and breaking away, I fled into 


He gave me 
t=) 





the woods. 
I don’t know how long I wandered aim- 


lessly about, trying to figure what it was all 
about, but by the time I found my way back 
to the others, it was dark and my mother 
stood waiting by the truck, brandishing a 
handful of green switches. 

“Where’ve you been, girl?” she de- 
manded. 

“Just—just walking around.” I couldn’t 
bring myself to put into words what had 
happened there in the woods. 

“No need to lie! Just look at those 
clothes, all rumpled. Girl, I’m gonna tan 
your hide good and proper right here and 
now!” 

“But why? I didn’t do anything!” I 
screamed, dodging as she brought the 
switches whistling through the air. 

“Running around here naked as a jay 
bird, letting the boys fool around with you! 
Mr. Harvey told me all about catching you 
and that no-good Harry Dean!” 

I was so stunned I didn’t even bother to 
try to protect myself from my mother’s 
stinging blows. Mr. Harvey was helping 
his wife into their car and didn’t even look 

“These youngsters nowadays are just 
too fast for their own good!” I heard Mrs. 
Harvey say as the car drove off. 

Hurt and bewildered, I rode home in si- 
lence. As I lay in bed that night, trying to 
find a comfortable position for my bruised 
body, I realized that I'd begun that event- 
ful day as a girl, but now I was a woman... 


PROM THEN on, my mother watched me 

like a hawk. She never let me forget 
my “sin.” All the normal outlets for my 
adolescent energies were cut off because of 
her strict religious beliefs. Smoking, make- 
up and dancing were just a few of the 
things on the long list of taboos for me. 
Still, I managed after a fashion to keep 
pace with my less-restricted girl friends. 
We learned a lot about life on those for- 
bidden outings to dance halls and an oc- 
casional tavern, yet we maintained an in- 
hocence in keeping with our years. 

As I grew older, I found more and more 
ways to avoid accompanying my mother to 
church. She resigned herself to my being 
asinner and backslider and gave up argu- 
ing with me about it. But she still felt 
something could be done to save my soul. 
One night as she dressed for prayer meet- 
ing, she announced, “Deacon West is com- 
ing by to see you tonight.” 


“What’s 
graciously. 

“T asked him to come. He’s going to pray 
with you a while. Maybe he can save you 
from your sinful ways. Lord knows I’ve 
done my level best and failed.” 

There was no point in my protesting be- 
cause it had been all arranged. So I curled 
up on the divan and began reflecting on my 
mother’s words. Perhaps she was right. 
Just because her ways were old-fashioned 
didn’t mean they were wrong. I decided to 
listen with an open mind to what the Dea- 
con had to say. Since Tomkinsville didn’t 
have a regular preacher, the Deacon con- 
ducted services and was just the same as a 
minister to everyone in town. 

I must have dozed off, for some time later 
I awoke with a start. No one in the small 
town ever locked their doors and at first I 
thought someone had wandered in off the 
street. But when the cobwebs of sleep 
cleared from my eyes, I saw it was Deacon 
West standing over me. I opened my mouth 
but my scream was cut off by the hand he 
clamped over my face. “Quiet, girl,” he 
said. “I won’t do you no harm.” 

“What do you want?” I demanded sus- 
piciously, recalling Mr. Harvey and his 
roving eye and hands. 

“T guess I did startle you,” he apolo- 
gized. “Didn’t Sister Lucy tell you I was 
coming?” 

“Yes, but—” 

“T’ve been thinking about you a lot, 
Jessie Mae,” he said, taking a seat. “I hate 
to see such a lovely young woman shunning 
the ways of the Lord. I—I want to help 
you.” 

He continued to talk and in spite of my- 
self I listened. When he left I promised to 
try and mend my ways. In the weeks that 
followed, I surprised myself and my 
mother, too, by actually getting home at 
night by 10. I was making a real effort to 
travel the straight and narrow and to tell 
the truth. I felt better physically and men- 
tally than I had for a long time. 

Mother was happier than I’d ever seen 
her, singing hymns as she worked around 
the house, and whenever Deacon West 
would come around she’d positively glow. 
“Gee, Mom,” I remarked one day, “I hardly 
know you now, laughing and singing all 
the time.” 

“Why shouldn’t I give praise?” she said, 
looking up from her sewing. “My child’s 
back on the road to salvation and I don’t 
have to worry and fret anymore.” 

“Come on!” I laughed. “There’s some- 
thing more than that. I know the Bible 
says there’s plenty of rejoicing when one 
stray sheep returns to the fold, but you 
sound like a celebration—a wedding or 
something.” 

“Could be,” she said with a chuckle. 
“The Lord works in a mysterious way, His 
wonders to perform!” 

“You mean there’s a man?” I asked, 
wondering whether her widow days might 
soon be over. 

“Of course there’s a man,” she declared. 
“There’s always a man for a woman who 


he want?” I demanded, not very 
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lives an upright life. And what’s gone be- 
fore doesn’t make a difference either.” 

“There’s no reason you shouldn’t get 
married again, Mom. Any man would be 
lucky to—” 

“Me?” she exploded. “Good heavens, 
child, that’s the farthest thought from my 
mind. I was talking about you.” 

I laughed at my mistake. “I’ve got plenty 
of time. Don’t worry about me. When Mr. 
Right comes along, I'll grab him!” 

Mom sniffed. “Some folks can’t see the 
forest for the trees!” 


WE DROPPED the subject, but it came 

up again—in a peculiar and shocking 
way. Deacon West came one night for his 
weekly visit and seeing him all dressed up 
in his Sunday best and holding a bunch 
of flowers awkwardly in one hand, I as- 
sumed he had decided to declare his inten- 
tions te Mom. “Well,” I said pointedly, “I 
guess you two want to be alone.” 

“You sit where you are!” ordered my 
mother. “/’ll go.” 

I was puzzled. “But I thought the Deacon 
came calling. He’s got flowers and—” 

“T did come calling, Jessie Mae,” the 
Deacon announced in a strained voice. 
“These are for you,” he added, holding out 
the flowers. 

For a moment I was so flabbergasted I 
couldn’t find my voice. Mother gathered 
up her sewing and bustled out, closing the 
door behind her. I sat down and waited for 
him to say something, explain the crazy 
turn of events. “Jessie Mae,” he began, 
laying a hand on my knee, “maybe this is 
kind of sudden, but all the time I’ve been 
coming here I’ve tried to think of you as 
just another poor sinner who needed help. 
Pretty soon I found myself looking at you 
with—well, with lustful eyes, you might 
say.” 

“Oh, no!” I laughed bitterly. “You, 
too? Don’t tell me you’re like all the rest!” 

He looked at me, not understanding. 
Then he took a deep breath and went on. 
“St. Paul said it is better for a man to 
marry than to burn, so Jessie Mae, I’m 
asking you to marry me.” 

I stared at him, uncertain whether to 
laugh or get angry. He was a man old 
enough to be my father, undoubtedly a 
well-meaning man who might make Mother 
a good husband. But I—? And suddenly 
my mind went back to that day when Mr. 
Harvey made a pass at me. He had been 
an older man, a supposedly “good” man, 
and yet— 

It was too much to bear. I whirled on 
the Deacon, my face full of contempt. “Me 

marry you?” I demanded scornfully. “What 
a laugh!” 

He winced as if I’d slapped him. I raved 
on, unable to halt the flow of angry words. 
“Why, [ wouldn’t have a dried up old goat 
like you if you were the last man on 
earth!” 

Deacon West started to speak, then 
changed his mind and walked dejectedly 
out. I was sorry for some of the things I'd 
shouted in my outburst, but it was too late 
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now to do anything about it. I realized, 
too, that my mother had obviously known 
what was on Deacon West’s mind and ap- 
proved, but I was totally unprepared for 
the cold, merciless fury she turned on me 
when she came back to find him gone. 

“Where’s the Deacon?” she asked, glanc- 
ing around the room. 

“How should I know?” I replied de- 
fiantly. “As far as I’m concerned, he and 
his gospel talk can go straight to—” 

My mother’s palm ripped across my face. 
“Jezebel!” she shouted. “Nothing but a 
cheap, common woman of the streets, that’s 
all you are!” I wilted before the flood of 
angry words. “I’ve been hoping and pray- 
ing you'd get a little bit of salvation in you, 
but I was wrong. A fine upstanding man 
like Deacon West offers to make a respect- 
able woman out of you and you show your 
backside! Well, you’re no child of mine. 
Get out of this house and—” 

Her hysterical shouts followed me as I 
fled down the hall and into my bedroom. 
I stormed about the room, crying with frus- 
tration because I knew there was nothing 
I could say or do. Finally I calmed down 
enough to throw my things together and 
less than an hour after our argument, I 
was gone... . 


O SAY that I had a tough time from 

then on is putting it mildly. In a small 
town, you can’t keep anything a secret very 
long and hardly a week had passed before 
everybody knew all the details of what had 
happened, plus a few that hadn’t. And 
they all blamed me. They may have thought 
that Deacon West was a romantic old fool 
who let his heart rule his mind, but to 
scoff at his honest intentions as I had done 
was unforgiveable. 

Respectable men would have nothing to 
do with me, and those who did were out 
strictly for what they could get. As a re- 
sult, I was cut off from all friendships be- 
cause despite what my mother and the 
others thought about me, I was not the 
reckless, “anything goes” type they had 
labeled me. 

Loneliness fed and nourished the bitter- 
ness in me and Deacon West became the 
target of all the resentment and hate I felt. 
Somehow, he symbolized the whole tiny 
world of “respectable” Tomkinsville on the 
other side of the tracks that was lined up 
against me. With plenty of time on my 
hands, I brooded about things and it was 
in one of these black moods of self-pity 
that I hatched a plot to get revenge on the 
whole lot of them. 

Shortly afterward I learned that Deacon 
West’s son, Bert, was back in town. He had 
just finished theological seminary and was 
soon to be ordained a minister. It was all 
arranged for him to take over the pulpit of 
the church, an event that the Deacon had 
worked and lived for ever since Bert was a 
youngster. Bert had been away to school 
most of his life, having no mother to care 
for him, and I had never met him. So I 
went to church one warm Sunday evening 
for the first time in months, and the first 






part of my plan was begun... . 

Now, as I sat listening to the Deacog 
talking about “Satan’s agents,” I was more 
certain than ever that nothing could keep 
me from wrecking his life as he and the 
others had wrecked mine. I glanced around 
the auditorium. Bert was sitting in the 
front row, his eyes fixed upon his father, 
I couldn’t see his face, but I knew he was 
young, which fitted in perfeetly with my 
plan. 

Finally, the Deacon finished his remarks 
and proudly introduced Bert to the congre. 
gation. He told of his long struggle to care 
for Bert as a motherless child, then of the 
sacrifices to put him through school. Noy, 
said the Deacon, his voice shaking with 
emotion, all his dreams were about to come 
true. 

Bert strode to the rostrum and made the 
customary plea for sinners to come to the 
“moaner’s bench.” Just as he reached the 
end of his invitation, I rose from my seat 
and sauntered down the aisle. There was 
a shocked silence and I could feel every 
eye in the church boring into my back as 
I took Bert’s outstretched “right hand of 
fellowship,” and knelt at the front pew, 
One or two other sinners joined me, but | 
was the first to respond and I knew that 
would help create the impression I counted 
on. 

I went through the public confession, al- 
though my mind was miles away. I know 
there was many a person waiting for lurid 
details of my sinful past, but they were 
disappointed. I had nothing spectacular 
to give them. As I talked, I made it clear 
that I would need plenty of help in sticking 
to the “straight and narrow” from then 
on. 

The next night, just as I had hoped, Bert 
showed up at the furnished room where | 
lived. I had a notion he’d come, Bible in 
hand, ready to wrestle with the devil. 

“Well, it certainly didn’t take you long,” 
I said. “Come on in.” 

“T wanted to see you for two reasons,” 
he told me, casually taking the seat I 
offered him. 

“Two? One’s enough for most men,” | 
observed caustically. 

Bert smiled. “First, I wanted to see if 
you were really serious last night or just 
putting on a show.” 

I nodded. “And the second reason?” 

He grinned boyishly. “Well, the minute 
the service was over, about half a dozen 
people rushed up to warn me about you. | 
was curious to know more about you.” 

I gave myself a mental pat on the back. 
My plan was working to perfection. This 
was the first time I'd seen Bert at close 
range and I took a good look. He looked 
more like a halfback than a preacher and 
he wore his well-tailored tweeds with an 
easy masculine charm. The glasses he 
wore gave his square-jawed face added 
strength. He grew embarrassed under my 

steady gaze and fumbled in his pockets. 
When he pulled out a package of cif 
arettes, | was nearly floored. “Hey, you 
can’t do that!” I cautioned. “Preachers 
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don’t smoke.” 
” 
“Maybe I went to the wrong school,” he 


grinned. ; 
“Well, all I’ve got to say is that Tom- 


kinsville is sure going to be shocked.” 
Bert shrugged his broad _ shoulders. 
“Look, I've got my car outside,” he said. 
“How about finishing this conversation 
yhile I look over the home town?” 
My jaw dropped open. “Now you’re 
really going to stand the town on its ear!” 


ND THAT’S exactly what we did in the 
A weeks that followed. Of course, Bert 
talked to me about salvation and the rest 
of the business, but mostly we acted just 
like any other young couple out having fun 
together. 

Naturally, everybody, including my own 
mother, tried to run me down, but nothing 
they said seemed to make any difference. 
For my part, I found my well-laid plans 
slipping further and further into the back- 
ground. There’s plenty of time, I kept 
telling myself, but in my heart I knew 
even then that it would not be easy to go 
through with it. 

One night Bert called for me and I could 
tell immediately that he had something on 
his mind. It was strange the way I had 
become attuned to his moods; for the first 
time in my life I found myself concerned 
with what someone else was thinking and 
feeling. I knew that Easter Sunday had 
been set as the date for his taking over the 
church, and my first thought was that 
something had gone wrong. 

I was at a loss for something to say, so I 
watched silently as he moved about my 
room as if seeing it for the first time. Hang- 
ing on the mirror of my dresser was a 
little plastic doll Bert had won for me at 
acarnival that had passed through town. 
Iremember how he refused to play any of 
the “gambling” games like pitching pen- 
nies, but had consoled me by demonstrating 
his pitching arm and throwing three bulls- 
eyes at a baseball concession. 

Bert fondled the doll, then picked up a 
snapshot he’d made of the two of us the 
time we'd driven to the beach one after- 
noon. I saw him smile wryly as if recalling 
how he’d focused the camera, set the self- 
timer on it, then dashed over beside me to 
get into the picture. The memories these 
souvenirs brought back made me uncom- 
fortable and I suddenly sat erect on the 
studio couch as if to throw them off. 

“I just had a fight with Dad,” Bert said, 
breaking the silence. I waited. “Your 
landlady hasn’t got a vacant room, has 
she?” he asked flippantly. 

“You're joking,” I said. 

“No, I'm really moving out.” He flopped 
down beside me. 

“Whatever it is, it'll blow over.” I laid 
ahand on his. “Your father will give in. 
You'll see.” 

“Not on this, Jessie. The one thing in 
my life I really want and he decides I can’t 
have it.” 

Panic gripped my heart. This was it! 
The payoff. This was when I was to get 
my revenge. Obviously Deacon West had 


found out about Bert and me and being 
the strait-laced person he was, had refused 
to let Bert take the pulpit. This was even 
more than I had hoped to accomplish 
through my vague plot to get even with 
the Deacon, for I knew that it meant the 
end of all his dreams for Bert. 

Bert had been running around with me— 
one of “Satan’s agents”—and his father 
would never forgive him. Yet, the glow 
of satisfaction I had anticipated for so long 
didn’t come. Instead, I found myself 
clinging to Bert’s hand in desperation. 
Tears welled up in my eyes and my lips 
quivered. “Bert—please forgive me!” I 
cried. “I’m—lI’m sorry.” 

He patted my shoulder gently. “Come 
on, there’s nothing to cry about, Jessie. 
You had nothing to do with it.” 

“That’s just it,” I wailed. “I did! But 
honestly, Bert, I didn’t know it would be 
like—like this!” 

Bert cupped my chin in his hand and 
searched my tear-streaked face. “What on 
earth are you talking about?” he asked, as 
if scolding a little child. Gazing into his 
gentle, deep-set eyes like that and seeing 
the tenderness there, I broke down. Be- 
tween heart-breaking sobs, I poured out 
the whole story. My face was buried in my 
hands because I couldn’t bear the thought 
of the hate and contempt my confession 
was bound to bring to his face. Finally, it 
was all out, the whole ugly scheme. “But 
I didn’t plan this part,” I said when I had 
finished and regained my composure. “I 
didn’t plan to fall in love with you.” 

The angry words I expected to burst 
from Bert’s lips didn’t come and I hesi- 
tantly lifted my face from behind my trem- 
bling fingers. My blurred eyes saw the 
compassionate smile on his sweet face and 
I brushed away the tears in astonishment. 
His arms went around me comfortingly and 
he pulled my head down on his shoulders. 

“They say confession is good for the 
soul,” Bert murmured, “so I’m going to get 
into the act. You see, darling, in the be- 
ginning, you were just a convert—a_back- 
slider who came back when I gave my first 
invitation at the started 
coming around just to make sure you didn’t 
stray away.” His arms tightened around 
me and his lips caressed my cheek. “That’s 
what I’ve been telling myself all along— 
until tonight. Then I suddenly realized I 
had fallen in love with you. I didn’t dare 
hope that you felt the same way.” 

“Oh, but I do! I do, darling.” 

3ert’s face drew close to mine and for 
the first time I could remember, I was eager 
for a man’s embrace, yearned for the inti- 
mate touch of lips that whispered, “I love 





church. So I 


you.” And it was then I knew I could 
never again be one of Satan’s agents. 
Something infinitely stronger had taken 


over. 

A short time later, after Bert and I had 
exchanged all the words and phrases lovers 
use to tell of their adoration, a sudden 
thought chilled my heart. “What about 
your father?” I asked. 


Bert chuckled. “What do you think Dad 
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and I quarreled about? He told me all 
about how he wanted to marry you. A ‘fool 
idea’ he calls it now.” 

“And what do you think?” I asked, hold- 
ing my breath. 

“T think it’s a darn good idea! 
not for him.” 

“T was very rude to him, Bert,” I con- 
fided. “Do you think he’d ever forgive 
me?” 

But at that moment, Bert was too pre- 
occupied with plans for the future to give 
his opinion. We decided to drive to the 
county seat about 10 miles away and get 
married as soon as possible. 

A few days later, we made the trip, with 
Bert feeling for the license in his coat 
pocket every few minutes. If he was 
worried about his father’s displeasure or 
over the prospect of losing the church, he 
didn’t show it. But both these problems 
weighed heavy on my mind. And even as 
we stood in the parsonage of the minister 
who was to perform the ceremony, my heart 
was torn between my selfish desires and 
what I knew was important to Bert—his 


For me— 


career, his self respect and his relation- 
I knew that when he 
Suppose 


ship with his father. 
married me, he’d lose all that. 
someday he would question whether it was 
worthwhile, I asked myself. 

Just as the rotund, bespectacled preacher 
called in his wife to serve as a witness, the 
doorbell rang and involuntarily I clutched 
at Bert’s sleeve when Deacon West strode 
in. “I want to talk to you, son,” he an- 
nounced, and [I tried vainly to probe be- 
neath the solemn mask of his face. 

Bert put his arm around me. “We can 
talk here,” he suggested. “Jessie might as 
well start sharing things with me now.” 

The Deacon looked at us for a moment, 
then dug into a vest pocket. He pulled out 
a thick gold band and handed it to Bert. 
“Tt was your mother’s.” He looked at me. 
“T’d like for you to wear it.” 

My throat tightened and I blinked hard 
a couple of times. “I’d be proud to wear 
it,’ I said softly. “I promise to try to be 
worthy of it.” 

Deacon West took my hand and placed it 
in Bert’s. “I have no fear of that,” he said 
with conviction, “if Bert proves worthy of 
his sacred obligation in the pulpit.” 

Bert gripped his father’s hand. “Don’t 
worry, sir, I will!” 

I closed my eyes and felt a warm feeling 
of happiness and contentment steal over 
me. And as I waited for the ceremony to 
begin, I made a silent vow to be more than 
a good wife—with the help I was sure I’d 
get, | would be a good minister’s wife. 


THE END 
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would be able to provide real security for 
our little girl. 

That worried me. I didn’t know whether 
it was right or not. I wanted to go along 
with him, help him in every way, give him 
all the chance he deserved to get ahead. I 
wanted his success as dearly as he wanted 
it himself. But I couldn’t help wondering 
whether he’d be able to achieve that suc- 
cess. It seemed to me it would all depend 
on which party was in office. Hadn’t he said 
over and over that politics was a gamble? 
If this were true, how could he hope to 
carve that career as he wished? It didn’t 
make sense to me. Still, I didn’t know how 
to question his judgment, for I believed that 
a man in his position certainly had a firm 
grasp of conditions and of what the possi- 
bilities ahead of him were. 

Though I held my tongue, I tormented 
myself about it. For I’d been married well 
over a year by then, and I had had a chance 
to listen to many of the men and women at 
the Loendi Club. From them I learned that 
the greatest security lay in having a pro- 
fession. If you were a doctor or a lawyer 
or a teacher or a social worker, you could 
be pretty sure of earning a good living. And 
many businessmen could be fairly sure of 
supporting their families well, too. But if 
you didn’t have a profession, there was only 
one sure way to keep a roof over your head. 
That was to go into Civil Service. 

I'd turn all this over and over in my 
mind. Could it be, I wondered, that my 
husband was short-sighted? Or was it that 
our values were different? Was he more 
concerned with impressing our friends than 
with looking out for our child? Perhaps. 
Or perhaps he was selfish? Maybe, I 
thought, he simply wanted to keep all our 
luxuries because he enjoyed them—not be- 
cause he believed they’d bring him success. 
After all, he knew as well as his friends did 
that the only real future lay in a profession 
or in Civil Service. He’d said often enough 
that white people blocked a man’s path in 
everything else. Surely he couldn’t think 
they would let him go places in politics! 

Then Id tell myself to stop being narrow 
and suspicious. My husband wasn’t selfish! 
I knew he wasn’t! He wanted to get ahead 
to make a good life for me and our baby. 
I was just all mixed up! ... Then I’d come 
right back to where I’d started: an intelli- 
gent, perceptive fellow like Louis, in his 
position in City Hall, where he saw politics 
in action every day of his life, must have 
his feet firmly on the ground. If he said he 
could get ahead, he must know what he 
was talking about. 

But the very next time I had to buy any- 
thing, I'd wish forlornly that Louis would 


take the Civil Service examination and gy 
to work in the Post Office or in some other 
branch of the government where he'd 
sure of a paycheck every month. Why, of 
why did we have to go on spending hj, 
way? 

Then, when Gail was about four Weeks 
old, I received a long-distance call from 
Hollywood. It was from Ralph Cooper, g 
producer, who invited me to come to th 
West Coast to play the lead in a film hy 
was making. 

Leaving my baby to go to work in films 
was the last thing in my mind. But Loyis 
was at the phone. And he was so delighted 
by the very thought of Hollywood and film 
stardom that he never gave himself time ty 
consider just what kind of job Ralph was 
offering me. He told Ralph that of courg 
I'd be there—and closed the deal on the 
phone. 

In his enthusiasm Louis hadn’t realized 
that Ralph was not in white Hollywood, 
He—and the job I now had—vwere in ¢o). 
ored Hollywood. And colored Hollywood js 
nothing like the fabulous Film Capital of 
the fan magazines. Like most small busi 
ness, it operates on a shoestring. Since it 
makes pictures for distribution to the hand. 
ful of colored houses throughout the coun. 
try, it can’t begin to expect the box-office 
gross that white Hollywood can. Conse 
quently it has very little financial backing 
and no studios, and the salaries it can af- 
ford to pay are nothing compared to what 
a white production could call for. 

Neither of us had thought of this when 
Louis hung up that telephone. But I was 
dreadfully sorry he had said I’d go. I didn't 
want the theatre. I just wanted to stay a 
home and put all my energy into being a 
wife and mother. 

Still, I didn’t see how I could ask him to 
change his mind. After all, I was the one 
who was so conscious of our need for 
money for our baby. So it was up to me to 
take that job, even though it meant leaving 
Gail with a neighbor while I was away. 

Perplexed—but determined that I owed 
it to my baby to do this—I went to Holly 
wood. Ralph Cooper took one good look at 
me and decided he’d made a bad mistake. 
I was much too fat for the part. 

That hit me hard. To have left my infant 
and come all the way to Hollywood, only 
to be sent home without any money! | 
needed that money. I had planned care- 
fully what I’d do with every penny of it, 
and I wouldn’t give it up without a fight 

So I pleaded with Ralph. I told him I'd 
exercise like mad; go on a starvation diet, 
lose as much weight as he said I should- 
but he’d have to keep me! 

I don’t know how much faith—if any—- 
Ralph had in my ability to reduce rapidly. 
But he did know that he had paid my fare 
across the country, that he had made an 
agreement with my husband to pay me six 
hundred dollars, and that he couldn't af 
ford to double his expense by paying me 
and then hiring someone else in my place. 
Very reluctantly he agreed to keep me. 
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Meanwhile my husband had had time to 
think over the terms of that agreement. 
After his first flush of excitement wore off, 
he recognized that six hundred dollars was 
certainly not Hollywood’s idea of a salary 
for the leading role in a picture. He called 
me from Pittsburgh and instructed me to 
tell Ralph that his offer hadn’t been good 
enough and we'd have to have more money 
_called the very evening I had succeeded 
inconvincing Ralph that he had no choice 
but to keep me! 

That really cut the floor from under me. 
for one thing, 1 knew it was very unfair. 
After all, we had made the agreement. I 
had no right to demand more money from 
Ralph. Besides, I knew that even if the 
company had it to give me, Ralph wouldn't 
stand for any such request. Not the way he 
felt about my appearance! But I didn’t 
want to quarrel with my husband by re- 
fusing to do as I was told. So I explained 
what had happened—that I had been a 
hitter disappointment to everyone because 
[ was too fat and that I’d even had to talk 
them into keeping me. 

My husband couldn’t understand that at 
all. “Fat! What’s the matter with him? 
What an idea—calling my lovely little wife 
fat!” 

If I didn’t have the nerve to talk up to 
Ralph and insist upon getting the salary | 
deserved, he’d come to Hollywood and do 
it for me, he finished. 

I hung up in tears. I didn’t know what 
to do. I was afraid to make the picture at 
that price because it would make my hus- 
band furious. And I knew I couldn’t walk 
out on it because I had a contract. But 
what if Louis made good his threat to come 
to Hollywood and everything had to stop 
dead in the middle? What a row there 
would be... . 

As I sat there crying my heart out, one 
of the girls in the cast slipped an arm 
around me and got me to confide my trou- 
bles. When I concluded my tale she said, 
“Gosh, baby, you sure don’t know much 
about men, do you? Don’t you know he 
was just lettin’ off steam? That guy ain’t 
comin’ out here. The trouble is he’s jealous, 
that’s all.” 

“Jealous! My husband—jealous of me? 
Ono... .” 

“Sure he is. What’s that man do for a 
living? You know he can’t make what 
Ralph’s gonna pay you in no couple of 
weeks, An’ no man likes to see his wife 
makin’ more money ’n he does. It’s awful 
tough on him when it happens, an’ you got 
to expect him to want to show you who’s 
boss around the house. I bet he had some 
of the boys around when he made that call. 
All right—so he showed ’em. Now he feels 
better. You can quit worrying—it’s over 
now. You just do your job an’ collect your 
money. He ain’t comin’ out here. I tell you, 
these guys are all alike—yeah, mine in- 
cluded. He’ll be plenty glad to get your six 
hundred dollars when you get back home— 
take my word for it.” 

I didn’t know whether she was right or 
Wrong, and I was on pins and needles lest 


my husband turn up and refuse to let me 
finish the picture. But I took her advice 
and did the job. It took us ten days to shoot 
The Duke Is Tops—a task any regular 
Hollywood studio would take from two to 
three months to complete. We managed to 
by working day and night. the 
killing pace of that work and my worry 
about what would happen if Louis suddenly 
arrived on the scene, I didn’t even have a 
chance to find out whether I liked working 
in pictures. I only knew I was tremendously 


Jetween 


relieved when it was all over. 

All the way home I pondered the lesson 
I had learned. I was glad Louis had de- 
cided against coming out. Otherwise we 
might have had a serious quarrel. But the 
more I thought about it, the more clearly 
I could see how right that girl had been. It 
must be very hard on a man’s ego to have 
his wife earn more money than he did. If 
this were true of men in general, as she had 
indicated, it must certainly be especially 
bitter to a proud, sensitive man like my 
husband. 

Well, it was my fault. I should never 
have gone in the first place. But now that 
I knew how deeply he could be hurt by my 
working, I'd know better than to do it 
again. I’d never return to the theatre. Some- 
how I’d learn to be a better manager, cut 
corners so we could meet our expenses on 
his salary, and manage to put some money 
in the bank, too... . ‘ 


UT JUST as I was slipping back into 

the routine of devoting myself to our 
home and baby, I found myself in the midst 
of a new complication. All our friends, it 
seemed, were under the impression that I 
had been working in the Hollywood of 
king’s ransom salaries and had returned 
in an upper-income-tax bracket. One by 
one the women took me aside confidentially 
and murmured, “Lena, dear, that 
you've made all that money, don’t you think 
you two ought to return what you borrowed 


now 


from my husband?” 

I was horrified. I hadn’t known we’d bor- 
rowed money from these people. And it 
could only have gone to pay our living 
expenses. Why, from what those women 
were telling me, we were not only living up 
to our income, we were living away beyond 
it! Instead of being in a position to cut 
corners and put money in the bank, we'd 
have to pay off debts for heaven-only-knew 
how long to come. My six hundred dollars 
wouldn’t begin to pay it all back. 

The very thought of those loans turned 
me sick with fear. Was this the security 
we'd planned for our baby? And how could 
we have let ourselves get so deeply in debt? 
I had known, of course, that we had bor- 
rowed money from my father when Gail 
was born, but this—this was different. We 
owed money to everybody. It was almost as 
bad as stealing, I protested to my husband. 

He answered me very calmly and reason- 
ably. The trouble was, he corrected, that I 
simply didn’t understand. The only time 
borrowing was wrong was when people 
borrowed and skipped out with no intention 


of returning the loan. And surely I had 
more faith in him than even to dream he’d 
consider such a thing. Borrowing money. 
was perfectly legitimate. Railroads bor- 
rowed from banks. Industries borrowed 
from the government. There was even a 
government agency—the Reconstruction Fi- 
nance Corporation—which helped out busi- 
nesses that needed loans. Private indivi- 
duals borrowed all the time to catch up 
with the gas, electric, and grocery bills. 
The prospect of what lay ahead for our 
little girl was giving me sleepless nights. 

I suppose my amazement (and my in- 
ability to return their money) was enough 
to make the other women understand our 
financial plight. In any event, one or two 
of the more motherly women volunteered 
to give me some advice. 

It was a woman’s job to help her hus- 
band, they said. Ifa couple couldn’t make 
ends meet on what a man earned, it was his 
wife’s place to do her share by finding a 
job. 

I shook my head. “I don’t mind work- 
ing,” I protested to one of my advisers. “I'd 
be glad to do my share. After all, we’ve got 
a baby to feed. But I have to think of my 
husband’s pride, too. I don’t want to hurt 
his self-respect.” 

The older woman nodded wisely. “You 
have to know how to handle a man, dear. 
They’re all touchy and jealous when it 
comes to their pride. What you have to do 
is make that man think he’s doing all the 
supporting. You get yourself a job, but 
don’t talk too much about it. Let him do 
all the talking about who’s making the 
money in your house. No matter who does 
the earning, every woman has to make her 
husband feel that he’s the important one. 
Men are like children, you know. They 
have to be humored. That’s why we love 
them, I guess.” 

It was all very well for her to give me 
this kind of advice, I thought resentfully. 
She could sit there in her lovely big apart- 
ment with her grand piano and_ her 
Oriental rugs and her beautiful silverware 
and all the rest of it. Her children were 
going to college and she could play mah 
jongg all day! What did she know about 
the kind of troubles I had? 

She caught my quick glance and inter- 
preted it accurately. “Listen to me, Lena. 
You think this house came easy? It didn’t. 
I worked steadily for the first fifteen years 
I was married. Do you think my husband 
liked it—seeing me go to school every day 
and bring home papers to mark? He had 
his pride, too, and he couldn’t keep his 
head too high when my check came in— 
while he was looking for a job. But I love 
that man. I was always careful never to 
rub it in. Besides, we had three little chil- 
dren to feed, and we wanted to give them 
an education. Yes, and we wanted these 
nice things, too. You can’t get them by 
dreaming—or by borrowing and talking 
big, either. And personality doesn’t pay 
any bills. No, nor any debts. People 
have to go out and earn the money they 
need. There’s no other way. So you just 
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get smart and do what the rest of us had 
to do. Find yourself a job—and after 
you’ve got it, don’t talk about it. Then 
‘your husband will be able to have his pride 
and his pocket, too.” 

So she had worked, too! That’s the way 
all these people had acquired their fine 
homes. This was the answer, all right. 
But—what did a woman do when she didn’t 
have a quiet, unobtrusive kind of career 
like schoolteaching? Working in the 
theatre was hardly the kind of thing you 
could ignore, what with the hours, the pub- 
licity, the travel, and all the rest of it... . 

I was casting around for some workable 
solution when a young musician we had 
met at the Loendi Club called me. She 
earned her living by giving recitals in the 
homes of wealthy white people in and 
around Pittsburg. Could she interest me 
in appearing at some of these little recitals 
with her, she wanted to know. She’d play 
my accompaniments and I could sing a 
couple of numbers . . . and she’d pay me 
fifteen dollars for each appearance. 

Fifteen dollars for a few hours in the 
afternoon! I thought her offer was heaven- 
But before I agreed, I sounded out 


Would he 


sent. 
my husband very cautiously. 
mind very much... ? 

He wouldn’t mind a bit, it seemed. Not 
if it didn’t interfere with the house or the 
baby. I might just as well amuse myself 
that way as sitting at a bridge table of an 
afternoon. ... 

The terrible weight on my chest seemed 
to ease a bit. For the other girl had told 
me she averaged two or three engagements 
a week. Enough money to start paying off 
a little of what we owed, but not enough to 
make Louis feel I was challenging his au- 
thority as head of our home. 


NE NIGHT we had an unexpected—and 

amazing—visitor. The gentleman was 
white, charming, and extremely courteous. 
Fredi Washington, who played Peola in 
Imitation of Life, had suggested that he 
come to see me, he explained when he in- 
troduced himself. He was an agent, and 
he had come in the hope of persuading me 
to return to New York with him for a role 
in Lew Leslie’s forthcoming revue, Black- 
birds of 1939. 

He didn’t have to tell me what an im- 
portant thing this could be for us. I knew 
that Lew Leslie was the most—if not the 
Broadway producer of 
It had been Lew 


only—successful 
revues with Negro casts. 
Leslie, I recalled, who had _ produced 
Plantation Revue, Dixie to Broadway, 
Blackbirds of 1926, Rhapsody in Black, 
Blackbird of 1934. This was the man who 
had taken Florence Mills to Europe—the 
man who had starred Bill Robinson, Ethel 
Waters, Adelaide Hall, and any number of 
other superb Negro performers. 

So, as the agent described the show and 
what an excellent part he had in mind for 
me, my own imagination began to weave a 
glowing picture. What a break it would be 
for the Joneses if I could really get a lead- 
ing part in a Lew Leslie musical! Why. 
62 


this could be the making of us—the solu- 
tion to all our difficulties! As the featured 
player in a Broadway smash-hit show—a 
show that would go to Europe—I’d make a 
lot of money. Enough money to change 
our lives completely. Enough money to pro- 
vide the security we wanted for our baby. 

Louis could give up his job, act as my 
manager, handle all my business transac- 
tions. That would be a job worthy of his 
training and talents. The very way he sat 
in our living room, discussing all the de- 
tails of contract, billing, commission, 
salary—things I didn’t know how to dis- 
cuss—convinced me that he could do it well 
and would be happy in such a position. 
Then he’d be free of the rankling insults he 
met every day in his present job. He 
wouldn’t have to put up with the white 
people who came into the office and 
thought he must be the porter. He wouldn’t 
have to see men with no training at all 
being promoted to better-paying jobs 
simply because they were white. He 
wouldn’t have that unhappy line around 
his mouth—the line which was always 
there when he’d tell me at dinner about 
some white person who'd yelled “Boy!” or 
“Hey, you!” to him in a way they'd never 
use to anyone but a Negro. Yes, the posi- 
tion of manager to a stage personality 
would be wonderful for Louis. 

With all that money we could pay off our 
debts, move to New York, to Europe—to 
wherever the show was playing—and be to- 
gether constantly, while we gave our little 
girl everything we wanted her to have. Oh, 
blessed Fredi Washington! How glad I 
was that she had sent this man to me. 

I didn’t breathe a word of all this to 
Louis. It could be better, I thought, to 
wait until the show clicked and we could 
do something to carry out my glorious plan 
instead of telling him right away, when we 
could only dream about it. After all, I 
didn’t have the job yet! It might even be 
that when Lew Leslie saw me, he wouldn’t 
want me in his show. 

But I was very happy when Louis drove 
me to New York for the audition. I was 
hired almost immediately, as the agent had 
been sure I would be. And again I watched 
with hope and pleasure as my husband 
managed my business details with sureness 
and ease. It would all work out beauti- 
fully ...andsoon.... 

Meanwhile Louis returned to his job in 
Pittsburg and I started rehearsals in New 


York. 


EW LESLIE was a nervous, intense, 

quick-moving little man with a driving, 
worried manner. The day he hired me I got 
the impression that he talked to me as my 
husband said all white people talk to Ne- 
groes. This wasn’t going to make my new 
job easy. I'd never worked directly with a 
white man before, and I didn’t know 
whether I’d be able to follow his instruc- 
tions if he put me on the defensive all the 
time. And, as though his powerful person- 
ality weren’t going to make it difficult 
enough for me, I heard everyone else in 






the cast call him a “perfectionist.” That 
word alone was enough to start the old, 
familiar, fluttering-of-butterflies’-wings sen. 
sations at the pit of my stomach. How, oh 
how, could I ever satisfy him? 

Still, I was in for it. And on the day y 
began our rehearsals I sat in a cory 
listening to him give his curt, nervous gy. 
ders to the cast and made up my mind thy 
no matter what happened, I'd think of my 
baby first. I’d simply have to make this 
job work out successfully for her sake. 

I was to learn that producing a shoy js 
involved, difficult, and risky. The mortality 
rate of Broadway productions is extremely 
high. If a show possesses that indefinable 
something which can capture the praise of 
the critics and the imagination of the pub. 
lic, it can run a long time—in fact, years— 
and the backers can make money on their 
original investment. Better still. if a shoy 
contains the elements necessary for 3 
movie, the studios may bid for it—and then 
the backers can expect to make a really big 
profit. So, while people with money to 
invest are likely to be very cautious, there 
are angels, producing firms, and backing 
syndicates ready and willing to put tens of 
thousands into a promising white show. 

The situation is very different with 
colored shows, however. Negro shows are 
rarely considered “good picture material,” 
so backers have few illusions about their 
chances of making a fortune. In addition, 
there seems to be a belief that “Negro en. 
tertainment” appeals to a very limited au 
dience and can therefore hardly promise to 
have a long and profitable run. 

The one man who had managed to over- 
come these objections to the point of per. 
suading people to put money into colored 
shows was Lew Leslie. He believed sin- 
cerely that the American public had ac 
cepted Negroes as entertainers, and he had 
worked out a patterns in terms of what he 
thought the public would continue to ac 
cept. All his shows included first-rate 
colored orchestras, excellent choral groups, 
minstrel comedy, fast-stepping dance cho- 
ruses of light-skinned Negro girls, and a 
cast of principals which included the 
biggest and best names he could find in 
vaudeville, as well as a handful of new 
comers in whose talent he had faith. 

In his years as a producer, he had e 
tablished a reputation for putting on shows 
that were slick, fast, entertaining, and in 
good taste. True, his comedians were 
minstrels, but they were funny without 
being crude, bawdy, or vulgar. This, in 
itself, was a departure and an achievement. 
Nevertheless, with alt he had accom 
plished, he still had a very hard time 
getting backers. Instead of outlining his 
numbers and getting his money before he 
hired his cast, so he could pay them for re 
hearsal time, as the union demands today. 
he was forced to go about it the other way 
round. He would start by organizing his 
routines, hiring his cast, and whipping the 
numbers into shape so he could show his 
prospects what he had to sell. This meail 
his performers had to work hard and fas 
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to get the show ready for those critical 


auditions 2s quickly as possible. For the 
Jonger it took to get a backer. the longer 
the cast had to work without pay.” 

Needless to say, this was very hard on 
the members of his company. But they 
yent along with him every time, for they 
were very eager to work for Lew Leslie. 
Jobs in the theatre were very few and far 
between. His were the only shows they 
could count on for a run of any length and 
for the success which meant European ap- 
pearances. When there wasn’t a Lew Leslie 
show to work in, they had to earn a living 
amy way they could—“gigging,” vaude- 
ville, night-clubbing ; or giving up the busi- 
ness completely to work in beauty parlors, 
in restaurants, or as domestics. Then, the 
moment the word went out that Mr. Leslie 
was casting a show, they dropped whatever 
jobs they had to take their chances with 
him. 

Everyone I’ve ever met who worked for 
Lew Leslie had a tremendous respect for 
him. Oh, they’d say he was “hard” and a 
“driver,” and occasionally people would 
complain that he was always irritable, but 
invariably they forgave him and said any- 
thing he handed out in the way of harrass- 
ment was worth taking. For they all ad- 
mired his drive for perfection. When he 
turned out a number, they’d say, it was 
right or he wouldn’t put it on. And they 
gave him credit for having a great deal of 
courage—more than the average producer, 
by far. 

“Tt ain’t putting on a colored 
show,” I heard over and over. “When a 
man works with colored, the other white 
folks give him a hard way to go. But you 
got to hand it to that Leslie. Other guys 
try an’ try—an’ give up. But not him. He 
sticks with it till he gets his show pro- 
duced.” 

With such a build-up I couldn’t fail to 
want to do my share to make the show go 


easy, 


over. In fact, since I was one of the leads, 
its success meant even more to me than it 
did to the others. And because I was a 
lead, Mr. Leslie managed to scrape up 
some money so he could give me at least 
a little every payday. 

I'm convinced he didn’t make this con- 
cession because he thought I was entitled 
to any more consideration than 
else. But he did realize that if any of his 
principals gave up and left, or were lured 
by jobs which promised more regular pay, 
the morale of the company would suffer 
badly. Consequently, from a strictly finan- 
cial standpoint, I had a much easier time 
of it than the rest of the cast. 


anyone 


Anything easy about my job began and 
ended right there, however. As the main 
female attraction, whose name would ap- 
pear on the marquee, I had to bear the 
chief responsibility for the show. And I 
was in no condition for it when I joined 
that cast. My muscles were slack because 
I had done no dancing or regular exercis- 
ing in such a long time. And I was still a 
little too heavy. But this was nothing com- 
pared to the hurdle of my inexperience! 


When I had appeared with the Sissle or- 
chestra, I never had to be on the stage more 
than five or ten minutes at a time. During 
our theatre engagements, our show would 
be sandwiched in between showings of the 
picture, and our entire performance lasted 
less than an hour. Further, while I had 
been one of the featured members of the 
company, I was just one of many head- 
liners. Noble Sissle himself generally 
sang a couple of numbers. And the or- 
chestra had such top-notch artists as Billy 
Banks, Sidney Bechet, Clarence Brereton, 
Eddie Cole, and, from time to time, Edith 
Wilson. 

But Blackbirds would be the only en- 
tertainment the audience would be offered 
for its money. The show itself would be on 
the stage for a full two hours, and I'd be 
behind the footlights most of the time. 
The very thought of it sent the quivers up 
How would I ever manage to 
Broadway audi- 


my spine. 
hold that 
ence? 

To make matters worse, I was accus- 
tomed to singing with a microphone—I 
didn’t begin to have enough volume to fill a 
theatre without one—but now I'd have to 
be all over the stage during the course of 
the performance, and it would be impos- 


sophisticated 


sible to prepare a microphone set-up for 
me. 

Consequently Mr. Leslie had to start 
with teaching me the very rudiments, along 
with training me for the show itself. He 
accomplished this by the elementary 
method of beginning my rehearsals very 
early in the day—before the rest of the 
cast went to work—and then returning to 
coach me again after the others had gone 
home for the night. 

In order to help me gain volume, he put 
me to work with the choir and instructed 
me to sing so he could hear my voice above 
all the rest. I thought he was asking the 
impossible. I was sure I wouldn’t be able 
to outsing them even if they kept their 
voices down to a murmur. But there they 
sopranos, contraltos, bari- 
tones, basses—pouring out a great wealth 
And I sang with them for two 
screaming, 

rehearsal 


were- tenors, 
of song. 
each day—singing, 
screeching—until, 
ended, my voice was nothing but a hoarse 


hours 
when the 


whisper. 

From this I turned to the dance rehear- 
sals. Then came the sketch rehearsals. 
And by the time Mr. Leslie told me I was 
through for the day, I was so exhausted 
and irritable, I could barely manage to 
hold onto myself. 

But if I would be ready to fall apart or 
simply give up, Mr. Leslie, equally tired, 
was never ready to stop. Day in, day out, 
he kept it up. Directing a sketch . . . im- 
proving a song... correcting a dance. 


“Do it again do it again do it 
again do it again. You’re not getting 
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. you're not getting it 

. . do it again . do it again. 
I thought his quick, irritable voice was 


right... it’s not right 
do it again 


” 
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like a whip, flicking my consciousness, 
goading me on to unbearable efforts. But 
when he saw I was ready to drop with fa- 
tigue, he’d tell me to sit down, and he’d 
come over to sit beside me and talk while 
we rested. 

It wasn’t right, he’d say, because I 
wasn’t getting the spirit of it. He wanted 
it lighter... gayer... fresher. It 
wasn’t spontaneous enough. I didn’t look 
enough as though I meant what I was 
doing. The only way to accomplish that 
was to work harder... harder... 
harder. ... 

And after he’d explained what was 
wrong with what I’d been doing, he’d begin 
to talk about Florence Mills. That gave me 
an odd feeling—like that peculiar sense 
one sometimes gets of having lived through 
the present moment before. For I was 
sitting beside Lew Leslie, brilliant white 
producer, but the words were the words I’d 
heard long before from Noble Sissle—art- 
ist, musician, producer, Negro. Florence 
Mills—there had never been anyone like 
her. Her heart had been in her work. She 
had studied and rehearsed as though every 
performance were the test of whether she 
had any right to be on the stage. No re- 
hearsal was too long, no effort too much for 
her. The one thing she strove for was per- 
fection, and it was precisely this which had 
made her such a great star. Only by hard 
work could she ever have achieved her ex- 
quisite poise, her delivery, her stage pres- 
ence. All the world had adored her, and 
she had earned every bit. of that adoration. 

He’d pause, overcome by _ emotion. 
“What a tragedy her death was to all of us. 
It’s years ... years ... but it still hurts 
me every time I think of her. . . .” 

He’d turn away. And Id sit there, 
guiltily, feeling like a slacker. What was 
wrong with me, anyway, that I wasn’t giv- 
ing as much as I should? 

And despite my guilt, I was very pleased 
and flattered. Lew Leslie made it plain to 
me that he referred to Florence Mills be- 
cause he wanted to give me the same 
chance he had given her. All he was ask- 
ing was that I respond to his teaching as 
she had done. I knew very well, of course, 
that there is no such thing as a “second” 
anybody. Still, I found it deeply inspiring 
to have this gifted impresario suggest that 
he thought I had enough talent to follow in 
Florence’s footsteps. After one of these 
talks with him, I'd go home feeling that no 
effort I could make would be too much to 
justify his faith in me. 


M EANWHILE the weeks were speeding 
> by. The rehearsals became auditions 
and the auditions dragged on endlessly. 
Inevitably this long-drawn-out separation 
began to affect my relationship with my 
husband. I missed him and my home and 
baby desperately, and they missed me, too. 
But instead of being able to talk sympa- 
thetically and with understanding when we 
called at night, my husband and I irritated 
each other. 

He was so annoyed at the length of time 
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I had been away, he began to feel it was 
all my fault. I had no business to stay 
there. Why did I insist on sticking with 
this hopeless thing when we not only didn’t 
have an opening date, but hadn’t found one 
backer to put money into it? It wasn’t 
as though I was making money. I was, in 
fact, throwing away my rehearsal-pay by 
lending it out in driblets to the others in 
the company. I was out of my mind, he 
argued, to have so much faith in Lew Les- 
lie. His friends must be right. They were 
all whispering that I had left him because 
I was so stage-struck I had no decent feel- 
ing for my home and child. It was hu- 
miliating to him every time he had to face 
them in the Loendi Club. 

I could only insist that he was mistaken 
and beg him to have patience just a little 
longer. For my own friends in the cast 
were saying, “What’s the matter with that 
man of yours anyway, baby? Everybody 
knows those political jobs don’t last over- 
night. Why doesn’t he sell that car of 
yours and come to New York with the 


baby? You're the one that’s got the big 
future. Just let this show go on, kid, and 


Leslie will give you the build-up he gave 
Florence Mills. Now there’s the girl who 
had a smart husband. Sure, he had a 
career of his own. But he gave it up to 
help his wife. Why doesn’t that guy you 
married do the same?” 

I didn’t want him to do that—yet. We 
still needed his salary. There was all that 
money we owed. We couldn’t afford to 
give up his job until the show was set and 
I was getting full pay. So I certainly didn’t 
feel justified in asking him to sell the car 
and do as they suggested—at least not 
until the show itself was under way. But I 
did want him to say he understood what I 
was doing. That as long as I wanted to do 
it, he’d be there to back me up because he 
knew I was doing it, not for my own selfish 
love of the theatre, but because I was 
building for us. For our family. For our 
future. 

I'd hang up the telephone, go to bed, and 
cry my heart out. What was happening to 
my marriage? Wasn’t it hard enough to 
be so far away ... without these up- 
setting telephone calls? It seemed to me 
that if either of us was exhibiting selfish- 
ness, he was the one. How could he put a 
petty problem like the stupid 
around the club ahead of the welfare of 
our family? Didn’t he have any faith in 
me? Didn’t he give me any credit for 
knowing what I was doing? Didn’t he be- 
lieve, deep down in his heart, that as his 
wife and the mother of his child, I was en- 
during this separation and hard work be- 
cause I believed it would provide a real 
future for us? I knew it was too much to 
expect him to understand all the difficulties 
we were having with the show, but surely 
he should know better than to call me 
stage-struck. Certainly the last thing in 
my mind just then was to fulfill any of my 
personal desires, and I knew I wasn’t being 
selfish a bit. But I didn’t need to have him 
add to my problems by telling me what 


gossip 





the gossips were saying about me. 

However, I had to bite my tongue an 
keep these things to myself lest we end ing 
really bitter quarrel. So I bottled it alj up 
inside me and relieved my frustrations by 
biting back at Lew Leslie. } 

For my training had progressed to a ney 
and more difficult phase by then. Each 
day, in an effort to help me develop mop 
volume, Mr. Leslie would take me out to, 
big empty theatre to rehearse. I woylj 
stand on the stage and sing, and he woulj 
take a position half-way back in the theaty 
to instruct and listen. Then he'd moy 
back, row by row, and try to get me to pry. 
ject my voice so I could he heard in ever 
corner of the theatre. 

I'd sing as loudly as I could. And jp 
each position he’d interrupt sharply. 
“Louder! Louder, Lena, I can’t hear you!” 

I'd try again, and again I wouldn't ge 
enough volume. And he’d scream at me. 
“Louder! Louder, I say! If they can’t hea 
you, they'll walk out on you!” 

I'd try again, with my hands clenched, 
hating myself, hating what I was doing 
hating that voice screaming at me. Still] 
wasn’t singing loudly enough. 

“LOUDER!” 

And Id scream back at him, “I’m doing 
the best I can! Quit yelling at me!” 

“Oh, no, you’re not!” he’d snap, racing 
down to the stage. “Do it again! You're 
not a child, you’re a woman. You've got 
a normal pair of lungs. Use them! Come 
on, now, do it again—and do it right this 
time!” 

He screamed at me this way one mom: 
ing after I'd had one of those infuriating 
conversations with my husband. My nerves 
were ragged with pent-up anger—with too 
much hard work and too little sleep. He 
screamed his imperative “Do it again!” and 
something inside me snapped like a violin 
string. I shrieked at him as I wanted to 
shriek at my husband, my home, the gos 
sips at the Club in Pittsburgh, the whole, 
messed-up, unbearable situation. 

“Stop yelling at me! Stop it, I tell you! 
I can’t do it! I can’t! Take your job! I'm 
going home!” 

Lew Leslie didn’t say one word. He 
simply turned around and walked out, 
back to the rehearsal hall where the 
dancers were working. I stood there un- 
certainly looking after him, then stumbled 
into the ladies’ room and sat before a 
mirror, staring at myself. 

The hot flame of my fury licked at me, 
then slowed, glowed, died. And when it 
was gone, I was spent, empty, very sick a 
heart. What had I done? What was wrong 
with me? How could I have used Lew 
Leslie as my whipping boy—venting my 
anger on him as though it were his faul 
that my husband was selfish! Suppose he 
had yelled at me. There was nothing per 
sonal in his yelling. He was a directot. 
and this was the way directors work. Id 
heard him order the choir, the dane 
choruses, and the comedians around in the 
same way. Nobody had screamed at him 
the way I had. 
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And suddenly I was terribly ashamed. It 
yould have been bad enough to yell back 
at him in any case, but to think that I was 
the one who had done it! When he was 
pouring all his energy, all his ability, all 
his knowledge into taking unknown, ig- 
porant little Lena Horne and developing 
her so she could replace Florence Mills. 

_, I buried my hot face in my arms and 


cried. . + - 


AUCH later I crept out humbly, hoping 
M to be able to see him alone for a 
moment, so I could apologize. But, as if 
my opinion of myself weren’t sufficiently 
low, it happened the other way round. Mr. 
Leslie evidently thought he had gone too 
far with me and that I had meant what I’d 
said. So he came to me. 

“['m sorry, Lena. I didn’t mean to lose 
my temper with you. Guess I just got a 
little tired there and lost control. You 
know I was only scolding you for your own 
good, don’t you? Have a little patience, 
Lena, we'll try it again tomorrow. If you'll 
only keep at it, I'm sure you can get ag 

I could feel the hot flush pouring over 
me—a flush of shame and relief. I wanted 
to blurt out, “I’m the one who should 
apologize,” but before I could get the 
words out, he was going on. 

“| want you to come with me tonight. 
Will you, Lena, please? I want to show 
you just what I want you to be able to do, 
and then it'll be easier for you. Will you 
come?” 

When the rehearsal ended, we got into a 
cab and went down to Second Avenue. We 
were going to a theatre there, he explained, 
where we'd see a performance in Yiddish. 
The woman who played the lead had ex- 
actly the quality he wanted me to get. If 
I'd only study the way she used her voice— 
the way she knew exactly how to project it 
—I'd understand what I ought to do. 

The first act had already begun when we 
arrived. We slipped in at the back and 
took the vacant seats in the last row. And 
within just a few minutes I saw the woman 
he had described, and I realized what he 
meant by “project.” For I could not under- 
stand one phrase of what was being said or 
sung on that stage, but I could interpret all 
the emotion and hear every tone she 
uttered, 

From time to time throughout the per- 
formance, we changed our seats. We sat or 
stood in every section of that theatre, and 
no matter where we went, I could hear that 
eloquent voice and study the technique of 
how it was used. . So this was what he 
wanted me to do. . . . 

When the show was over and we all 
streamed out into the street, I felt that I’d 
had a very full day. I wanted to go home 
and get some sleep so I could start all over 
the next morning and prove to him that I 
deserved this second chance he was giving 
me, 

But as we made our way through the 
crowd he said, “I’ll bet you're starved, 

na. Come on, there’s a nice little place 
about a block from here. Let’s get some- 


thing to eat.” 

In the tension of the day, I had com- 
pletely lost my appetite, and besides, I cer- 
tainly did not want to walk into a res- 
taurant with a white escort. But I felt so 
guilty about the way I'd behaved earlier in 
the day that I’d have done almost anything 
to atone for it. 

So I went with him, feeling very strange 
and ill at ease. And to add to my discom- 
fort, when we reached the restaurant, Mr. 
Leslie recognized several people he knew, 
and they came over and joined us at a big 
round table in the center of the place. 

I felt very naked and exposed. I was sure 
every person in the place was watching me, 
resenting my being at that table with all 
those white people. For the first few min- 
utes I hardly dared raise my head. 

Mr. Leslie had introduced me to each of 
his friends as they joined us, and they all 
acknowledged the introduction as though 
it were perfectly natural for me to be with 
them. Still, I didn’t know any of those 
people, and I didn’t know what they might 
be thinking about me. So I found myself 
turning to Mr. Leslie, who sat beside me, 
almost instinctively. 

I saw an utterly different Lew Leslie that 
night. This wasn’t the man I saw at rehears- 
als every day—the man the chorus girls 
described as “acting like he’s mad all the 
time.” This wasn’t the nervous, quick, 
tense director who stormed and ordered 
and shouted. This Lew Leslie was a tired, 
quiet gentleman, attentive, considerate, and 
friendly. While the rest of the table was 
deep in conversation, he turned to me. “Do 
you like kosher food, Lena? It’s good— 
the best there is! Ever hear of blintzes? 
Or a pastrami sandwich? Let’s see, maybe 
you'd enjoy chopped liver. I'll tell you 
what—why don’t I order for both of us and 
you help yourself to whatever looks good 
to you. All right?” 

When the food was served—and as he 
had promised, it was delicious food—he 
was anxious to make sure I enjoyed it. I 
don’t know whether he sensed my feeling 
of strangeness, or whether he is invariably 
so eager to make his guest feel at home. 
But I do know that he was _ infinitely 
thoughtful and kind. 

At home that night I made another good 
resolution. It wasn’t fair to vent my irrita- 
tion on my employer. It wasn’t fair to him, 
or to my work. In the future, no matter 
how pressing my personal problems _be- 
came, I’d keep them to myself. On the job, 
I’d have some self-control. 

Deep in my heart I was convinced that 
once the show was actually before the pub- 
lic, and having the success it deserved, 
everything would be all right. My family 
and I would be together again, and all this 
struggle would prove to have been worth 
while. With this to hold onto, I managed 
to keep a firm grip on my temper there- 
after, and I followed Lew Leslie’s instruc- 
tions until he was satisfied with my ability 
to project my voice. 

Eventually, after it seemed to us in the 
cast that we had auditioned that show for 


every potential investor in New York, Mr. 
Leslie did find a backer. The date was 
set! The show opened with a flourish at 
the Hudson Theatre on the night of Febru- 
ary 11, 1939! 

I was overjoyed, for my husband came 
to New York for the opening. Between 
the acts, and after the final curtain, he was 
there in my dressing room, greeting people, 
acknowledging the praise and the compli- 
ments, saying and doing all the instinctive- 
ly correct and gracious things. I had a 
quick mental picture of how it would be to 
have him with me every night after the 
show closed on Broadway and we went on 
to London and Paris. . . . 

Next day we read the reviews together. 
John Anderson wrote in the New York 
Journal: 

“Miss Horne may be relied upon to hold 
the stage, and she does so with much per- 
suasive grace and gleaming amusement. 
Her best numbers are You’re So Indifferent 
and Thursday, both pleasant pieces which 
she does admirably, and with a gentleness 
which seems unusual to say the least in 
such an uproar.” 

Kelcey Adams commented in Women’s 
Wear Daily: 

“Miss Lena Horne . . . is a young wom- 
an of . . . pleasant singing ability and at- 
tractive stage presence. She should go far, 
even if her vehicle doesn’t accompany her 
a great distance.” * 

Richard Watts of the Herald-Tribune 
wrote: 

“Lena Horne makes a very attractive 
little star, and her stage personality is defi- 
nitely on the positive side. She sings and 
dances throughout the evening and the 
audience seems quite favorably disposed 
toward her.” 

I was very grateful for this warm recep- 
tion by critics. And Louis seemed proud 
and happy about their comments, too. But 
if this vindicated me in his eyes, he gave no 
sign of it. We had a late breakfast to- 
gether, then he kissed me good-bye and 
went back to Pittsburgh. 

I felt distinctly let down. And the size 
of our audiences on the ensuing evenings 
did nothing to bolster my confidence. For 
while the critics had been very good to me, 
they hadn’t liked the show. They wrote that 
it “lacked originality,” and Richard Lock- 
ridge of the Sun condemned it flatly by 
saying that it contained “nothing much out 
of the ordinary” with “nothing to make 
anyone sit up and gasp.” 

So the show limped sadly along. Mr. 
Leslie tried everything to overcome those 
negative reviews. But nothing he could 
do—from selling out the complete house 
for benefits to issuing half-rate tickets— 
could save it. After four or five struggling 
weeks, we were forced to close. 

Mr. Leslie urged me to remain in New 
York. If he could only keep the cast to- 
gether, he’d be able io get more money, 
perhaps make a few changes in the 
routines, and reopen. 

Some of the others in the cast added 
their persuasions to his: “You were lucky 
to stage a comeback like you did, girl,” 


j 65 








they said. “After all, you’d been out of this 
business a long time. You ought to take ad- 
vantage of what you’ve got.” 

“Sure! If you need money as bad as you 
say you do, you strike while the iron’s hot. 
All those good notices you got can help 
you get a job in some club or vaudeville or 
something until Leslie gets money to re- 
open. You might never have a chance like 
this again.” 


I KNEW they were right. I had been 

lucky. Lucky that Lew Leslie had 
hired me at all. Lucky that he’d been 
willing to give me all that intensive train- 
ing. Lucky that the Broadway reviewers, 
who could make or break a performer with 
a phrase, had accepted me so enthusias- 
tically. And as everyone advised, it would 
have been very logical to take advantage 
of all this. 

But I was terribly concerned with what 
was happening to my marriage. And my 
home was more important to me than any 
amount of fame. I had to know what was 
behind my husband’s apparent lack of in- 
terest in me and in the show. Why had he 
simply gone back to Pittsburgh that way 
without a word about what was to become 
of us next? So, while we needed the money 
[ was sure I could have earned, I dared not 
stay to try to earn it. 

Back in Pittsburgh,’I learned that my 
husband had taken my immediate return 
for granted. He had been sure the show 
would flop, he indicated. True, the critics 
had had a few kind words for me and a 
couple of the other principals, but on the 
whole they had panned the show so badly, 
it should have been obvious to anyone that 
it couldn’t stay open. He hadn’t tried to 
make any plans when he was in New York 
because he wanted to spare my feel- 
ings. owe 

As always, he talked with such calm 
logic, I could find no way to answer him. 
So I gave in. I settled down to becoming a 
housewife again, and before long I was 
expecting another baby. 

It was then that my husband announced 
his intention of running for office in the 
coming election. That really shocked me. I 
suppose it’s very easy to have a good per- 
spective of someone else’s problem. I 
thought I could evaluate his chances quite 
clearly, and it seemed to me it would be 
wrong for him to run. 

He would be running against the man 
who had held the office for several years— 
a man who was very popular with the 
voters. Louis was a delightful personality 
and an excellent speaker, and he had 
many, many friends among the “intellectu- 
als” at the Loendi Club. But I wondered 
what chance he had of becoming popular 
with the man on the street. Could he, with 
all his elegance, appeal to the broad mass 
of the people who went to the polls? 

It looked like much too big a risk to me. 
Certainly too big a risk for us to run. He 
would have to quit his job and borrow a lot 
of money to pay for his campaign, I knew. 
The kind of campaign he would want 
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would cost a great deal of money. With one 
small child to care for and a second on the 
way, this was no time for him to be giving 
up his salary and going deeper into debt— 
particularly not to launch a political career 
which, at best, would be very limited. If 
he couldn’t see that this was impractical 
for us, he would be very selfish. 

One by one, I used all these arguments 
to get him to change his mind. But he was 
very stubborn. He had wanted to run for 
office for years and had made up his mind 
to get started now. He brushed aside all 
my protests about “this business of politics 
was for men without family responsibili- 
ties.” 

I turned sick with fear. What kind of 
man had I married? What kind of father 
was he? Didn’t he see that he ought to give 
up this wild idea for our children’s sake? 
Or was he too selfish to consider anyone 
or anything but what he wanted? If he 
were really what he was beginning to seem 
to me, heaven only help my innocent chil- 
dren. How in the world was I going to 
bring them up and give them what they 
needed? 

Helplessly I watched as he left his job, 
borrowed a huge sum of money for his 
campaign, and ran for office. The theatre 
was a very risky business, I reflected, but 
it wasn’t as risky as this! Besides, I had 
no choice other than the theatre. I'd had 
no education, no training. But he had a 
college degree. That gave him a choice of 
a number of professions or jobs. He.was 
qualified to teach in some Negro prepara- 
tory school or college in the South. He 
could go to work in the Post Office or in 
some other Civil Service job. ... 

The trouble was that he couldn’t see it 
my way. He’d been so disillusioned, he 
wanted only the short-cuts. So he was 
willing to risk months without pay and a 
big loan. And I was the one who worried. 
Even if he won, his salary wouldn’t be big 
enough for him to repay the loan for a 
long, long time. 

And if he lost—what then? 

He did lose. And I waited in vain for 
him to say it had all been a mistake and 
he’d give up politics for some kind of work 
in which there was more security. 

Instead, he merely shrugged that this 
was the luck of politics. Next time, he’d 
win! Above my protests, he returned to 
his appointee’s job in the City Hall. 

I wondered despairingly how I was to 
cope with this side of his character. His 
personality was just too strong for me. 
How could I make him see that nothing 
was as important as the security of our 
children? We couldn’t take care of them 
properly if he insisted upon staying in a 
shaky job—a job he’d give up to run for 
office the next time election-time rolled 
around. What if one of us got sick? What 
if we had some kind of accident? How 
would we be able to face such emergen- 
cies? 

True, this whole question of color was 
But other people 
Why couldn’t he? 


painful and unpleasant. 
learned to cope with it. 






What difference did it make that my aff, 
tion for him still ran deep—so deep that 
the thought of not being with him Was like 
a knife in my heart? Our values were y 
opposite poles. Above all else, he aspire 
to a particular kind of achievement, My 
chief concern was the welfare of my ¢hjj. 
dren. 

In the midst of this upheaval, our dy, 
ling little Teddy was born. And my happi. 
ness at having a little boy was almog 
crushed by my anxiety for his future, 

The final nail was driven into the cof, 
of our marriage when my husband was ap 
pointed to act as the official escort during 
the lecture-tour of one of the importay 
women Officials of the Democratic Panty, 
In order to appear at his best on thos 
platforms, he thought it necessary to byy 
a handsome—and expensive—new ward. 
robe. This in the face of all our debts, 

That was the end for me. I swallowed 
the last remnants of my pride and ap. 
pealed to Mama, who was still in Cuba, | 
told her I knew now how right she had 
been. I had married too hastily. And now 
that I needed her so desperately, wouldnt 
she please ... please forgive me and 
come back here and look after my children 
so I could go to New York to look fora 
job. 

But Mama—who had forgiven me when 
I wrote her about her little grand-daugh. 
ter’s birth, and who had rejoiced sincerely 
in my brief success in Blackbirds—could 
not respond to my plea. Mike had recent. 
ly been severely ill with pneumonia, she 
replied, and her first duty was to see to it 
that he remained in a mild climate. And 
she made no comment whatever about my 
unhappy marital status. 

That was a hard blow, but I dared not 
let it stand in my way. So I told my hus 
band we couldn’t go on together. I couldn’ 


stand the pressures any longer. The er 
tire situation was ruining me. For ow 


children’s sake, and for my own as well, | 
had made up my mind to leave him. 

Then it was his turn to try to persuade 
me to change my mind. He did it in the 
lovable, affectionate way which had always 
had the power to make me do exactly what 
he asked. But affection was no longer 
what I needed. The very arguments he 
used—that I was being childish and silly; 
that when his break came along, all this 
unhappiness would be erased—were 
enough to convince me that I had to go. 

At last he tried another argument. 

“You won't like it in New York,” he 
warned. 

But that made no difference. He couldn't 
frighten me out of my decison any mor 
than he could coax me out of it. I bor 
rowed some money for my train fare and 
expenses, arranged with a kindly neighbor 
to look after my children, and took the 
train for New York. 

Next month Lena Horne tells of her days 
job hunting in New York and how she 
finally landed a job as a singer with 6 
white band when it looked like she wo 
never find stage work again. 
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Three 


Hearts » 
(Continued from Page 15) 


We purposely limited our romances with 
our classmates to heavy petting in the back 
seat of a car parked on a lonely road. We 
were well aware that any “accidents” 
would mean not only being kicked out of 
school, but being tied for life. 
Neither Tony nor I wanted that. We were 
having too much fun to get really serious 
with any girl. 

On the rare occasions when we had an 
urge to prove our virility, we always picked 
Nashville girls who had no connection with 
the school. One night while Tony and I 
were on the loose we picked up a vivacious 
little red-head at a bar in town. She and 
Tony hit it off right from the start and I 
saw I had to shift for myself. But the 
pickings were poor, the other women in 
the place being either escorted or so un- 
interesting it wasn’t worth the effort to 
make a play. 

After a few drinks, the red-head was 
ready for anything and Tony gave me the 
high-sign. But I wasn’t ready to cut out 
yet so I tossed him the car key and sig- 
nalled I'd be out later. Maybe my luck 
would change, I thought. But half 
hour later I was still alone, so I went out 
to the car, whistling jauntily to hide my 
disappointment. 

Tony and the red-head were in the back 
seat so busy pitching woo that they hardly 
noticed me and as we cruised along I felt 
like a chauffeur for some rich playboy. 
There had been plenty of times when Tony 
drove my car while I was in the back 
romancing, but after all, it was my car. 
The more I thought about it. the more I 
convinced myself that the set-up was all 
wrong. “After all, we’d both spotted the 
girl in the bar at the same time, so why 
should Tony be the lucky guy,” I told my- 
self. 

We had almost reached the edge of town 
when an idea hit me. I pulled into a gas 
station and stopped. 

“Don’t stop now, daddy!” the red-head 
drawled as if awaking from sleep. “Things 
are just getting groovy.” 

“Don’t get excited. 
blinking,” I lied. 
fuse.” 

“Who needs lights?” Tony cracked. 

“O.K., wise guy, suppose you run in and 
get some.” I said, making it sound more 


down 


an 


My headlights are 
“T think I need a new 


like an order than a request. Tony grum- 
bled, but he was a better sport than I was 
—he went. “I'll keep Red company while 
you're gone,” I yelled after him. The girl 
took the hint and came up front with me. 
She was beautiful in a sullen, provocative 
way, with reddish-brown hair that framed 


her smooth tan face. The way she handled 
her full, voluptuous body showed that she 
knew the score, so when she casually 
asked, “Why’d you do that? He’s a good 
kid. I like him.” I merely smiled know- 
ingly, and quickly slipped the car inte gear 
and drove off. 

“You know what’s happening,” 
“T’ve got eyes for you, baby.” 

“Yeah, but him I liked.” she repeated. 

“Forget him and concentrate on me,” I 
“You'll like me too—even bet- 


I said. 


boasted. 
ter!” 


T THE TIME, it never occurred to me 
how Tony would get back to the cam- 
pus. But a 
couple of days later when I saw him again, 
I knew that he would never forgive me for 
what I'd Not that ever men- 
tioned the incident, but it was there just 
the same and we sort of drifted away from 


I was otherwise occupied. 


done. he 


each other. 

It was Phyllis who brought us together 
again, but in a way I didn’t appreciate. I 
had slept halfway through a history course 
before I noticed the studious girl in the 
front row who knew all the answers. From 
my half-hidden rear row seat, I assumed 
that the brightest girl in the class was a 
bookworm—and looked like one. When I 
saw Phyllis. I knew how wrong I'd been. 
She was a dream! 

I had just made a stupid answer to a 
question old Professor Hawkins had been 
inconsiderate enough to ask me. So after 
the laughter had died down in the class- 
room, he suggested, “You’d better get on 
the ball, Mr. Banks! In case you’ve for- 
gotten it, the mid-term exam is next week 
and unless some miracle happens between 
now and then, you'll wind up with the 
lowest grade I’ve given out in ten years of 
teaching. Take a tip and get with one of 
your classmates who knows at least what 
this course is about. Miss Harper, for in- 
stance.” 

Needless to say, I felt like a fool. Hawk- 
ins had a sharp tongue and knew how to 
make a pérson feel cheap. On top of all 
that, I told myself, here I was stuck with 
some chick whose idea of a wild week-end 
probably was curling up with her favorite 
encyclopedia. 

But when I kept the appointment Hawk- 
ins had made for me with my tutor at the 
library the next day, I saw how wrong Id 
been. They didn’t need ‘silence” 
signs for me then because all I could do 
was sit and stare, speechless. The girl 
across the table from me had a face like an 
Egyptian princess. The fact that she had 
a brilliant mind made her beauty even 
more amazing. I stared so hard and long 
she gave me a confused smile, then point- 
ed sternly to the page in the open book in 
front of me where I was to begin my read- 
ing assignment. 

Right away my interest in history shot 
up 100 per cent and for the first time I 
really studied. I didn’t want Phyllis to 
think I was a complete dummy and also, I 
was afraid that if I didn’t show any prog- 


‘ 


any 


ress, she would lose interest and drop the 
whole thing. We studied in the library, 
on the campus between classes and in the 
evenings, and each time I saw her I fell 
deeper in love. I had dropped the old 
gang completely but after a while, I grew 
restless. I wanted to show off Phyllis to 
my friends and if they got the impression 
that she felt the same way about me as I 
did about her, all well and good. So one 
Saturday I decided to talk about something 
a little more exciting than history. 

“Do you realize that the only time I see 
you is when there’s a book between us?” I 
asked. 

Phyllis smiled. “That was the arrange- 
ment, wasn’t it, Roy?” 

“Then let’s change it! How about it, 
Phyl? Let’s go out tonight. I know a spot 
where—” 

“T’m sorry, but I’ve got a date.” 

“Break it!” I ordered. 

She raised her eyebrows questioningly. 
“T’m_ sorry,” I apologized. “I’ve no 
right to talk like that. But can’t you see 
I’m nuts about you? From that very first 
day, Phyl.” 

Phyllis ran a hand through her thick 


black curls. Her face was serious, 
thoughtful. “Yes, Roy, I know. And be- 


lieve me, I like you—more than you think. 
But—” 

“Then why not?” I insisted, grabbing 
her hand. “Roy and Phyl—it’s right as 
rain!” 

She started to say something. then shook 
her head. “Please, Roy, let’s not get— 
serious. I’d love to go out with you to- 
night, but I really did promise someone 
else.” She hesitated a moment, then 
added, “Of course, you could join us—if 
you don’t mind.” 

“You mean make it a threesome?” I 
was baffled. 

Phyllis nodded slowly. “That’s the way 
it has to be, Roy. A threesome.” 


OMETHING in her voice disturbed me, 

: but reluctantly I agreed to join the 
party. When I picked her up that eve- 
ning and discovered who the other feliow 
was, I was ready to call it quits. I think 
Tony was just as surprised as I was, but 
neither of us wanted to let on. 

“Hi, Tony,” I said as casually as I could. 

“How goes it, Roy?” he asked, extend- 
ing his hand. 

“So you two know each other?” Phyllis 
said happily. “That makes it even bet- 
ter!” She linked arms with both of us and 
we started out on our strange date. 

At first, I thought it was just a question 
of time before one of us dropped out, and 
I was determined to out-wait Tony. But 
as time passed, Phyllis seemed to be com- 
pletely happy about the arrangement and 
would object violently when Tony or I 
would get her alone and suggest a two- 
some. Soon the whole school knew about 
us and nicknamed us the “Three Musket- 
eers.” What made it so baffling was that 
Phyllis was never at ease when I was with 
her until Tony arrived, and, I found out 


67 








later, when she and Tony were alone she 
was on pins and needles until I got there. 
Neither of us could figure which one she 
liked the best. 

By the time the three of us graduated 
we no longer questioned the curious ar- 
rangement. We had an all-night celebra- 
tion with some of our classmates and no 
one could remember how or when it ended. 
The next afternoon, Phyllis, Tony and I 
woke up in a local hotel, disheveled and 
still slightly high, sprawled across a big 
double bed. 

Tony was as embarrassed as I was, but 
Phyllis apparently saw nothing wrong. At 
any rate, she alone of the three of us was 
completely at ease in the screwy set-up. 
When we packed our bags and got set to 
drive back to Chicago, the question of what 
we intended to do and where we would live 
naturally came up. 

“That’s one worry Roy doesn’t have,” 
Tony remarked. “His old man’s got more 
apartments than he knows what to do 
with.” 

Phyllis snapped her fingers as a thought 
struck her. “That’s right, ’'d forgotten that 
you'll be in the real estate business now. 
That solves our housing problem.” 

“Well,” I said dubiously, “Dad’s given 
me a nice little five-room place on Hyde 
Park boulevard, but—” 

“We'll take it, sight unseen!” Phyllis 
put her head in my lap, one of her rare 
demonstrations of affection. I felt my 
pulse race. 

“You mean—the three of us will all live 
together?” I asked unbelievingly. 

“Of course,” she replied. “We can’t 
break up the Three Musketeers now.” She 
gave my ear a playful tug. “Besides, if we 
had to separate, I don’t know which one 
of you I could afford to leave behind.” 

What was she trying to tell us? Already 
I’d wasted too much time trying to fathom 
Phyllis’ motives, I decided. Someone just 
had to make the decision for her. To con- 
tinue as we had been going was too much 
of a strain on any normal man, no matter 
how “bohemian” we thought we were. 
Yes, Phyl must choose between us, and I 
vowed that I would be the lucky guy! 

The minute we hit Chicago, I managed 
to talk to Tony about the situation. 
“You're not going through with this crazy 
idea of Phyl’s, are you?” I asked hope- 
fully. 

Tony grinned. “Why not?” 

“It’s impossible, that’s why!” I shouted. 
“Tt’s just not done, Tony.” 

“That never stopped us before,” he re- 
minded me, and I knew he was thinking 
about that night with the red-head. 

“Why don’t you be a good sport and cut 
out? I want to marry the girl.” 

“So do I,” Tony said flatly. 

I glared at him, trying to figure whether 
or not he was serious. He was. 

“Then we'll let Phyl settle it,” I told 
“T’ll be damned if I’m going through 


” 


him. 
with this cockeyed scheme! 

3ut I did go through with it and man- 
aged somehow to live through the pointed 
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jibes of our friends who knew what was 
happening. They were the same wild kids 
we had run around with in college, but 
now they had become “respectable” and 
frowned on such goings-on. although they 
didn’t come right out and say so. 

I had always avoided getting serious 
with Phyl—or rather, she had always been 
clever enough to maneuver herself out of a 
direct discussion of how she felt about 
either Tony or me. And I strung along 
because I was sure that sooner or later 
she’d see the light and make her choice— 
me. But after a couple of months of three- 
cornered platonic friendship at close quar- 
ters, I decided it was time for a drastic 
change. 

My break came when I overheard Dad 
remark about a vacancy in the art depart- 
ment of his alma mater, a fairly large col- 
lege down in Texas. “Look, Dad,” I said 
eagerly. “That job is made to order for 
Tony. You're a big shot alumnus. Do me 
a favor and recommend him for it.” 

Dad looked at me for a moment, chewing 
on his cigar reflectively. “Hmmm—might 
solve a lot a problems, at that.” 

I wondered how much he knew. Never 
once had he brought up the subject of the 
flat and the three of us living there, but I 
had to agree with him—a lot of problems 
would be solved. 

The letter Dad finally wrote must have 
been a honey, because the president of the 
college himself sent Tony a registered let- 
ter, airmail special delivery, to come at 
once. As I had hoped, the offer was too 
good to turn down, a real chance for Tony 
to make a name for himself in the field of 
art. 

Luckily, Phyllis wasn’t home that morn- 
ing, and it was easy to convince Tony that 
there was no point in waiting for her to 
return. “You can get a plane out of here 
in a couple of hours.” I suggested. 

“T guess youre right, Roy. No point in 
letting this deal cool off. They might 
change their minds.” 

I helped him pack, then stood by feign- 
ing disinterest as he dashed off a note to 
Phyllis. Tony stood the letter on the tele- 
phone stand and then we left. 


B EING HUMAN, I can’t deny that I had 

a terrific urge to take the note and 
burn it, but with Tony watching my every 
move, I didn’t get the chance. I went with 
him to the airport and when I saw his 
plane take off, I dashed for my car, hoping 
to get home before Phy] did. 

But she was already there when [ ar- 
rived, but surprisingly did not mention the 
letter. I glanced at the spot where it had 
been standing, but the envelope wasn’t 
there. I couldn’t figure it out. 

“Where’s Tony?” she asked finally. 

“Halfway to Texas by now,” I said. 


“Texas! Are you kidding?” 
I explained everything to her. “I was 
sure he left you a note,” I said. “Didn’t 


you find one?” 
She merely shook her head and fell into 
a deep silence. Finally, with a_ brief 






“goodnight,” she went into her room a: 
shut the door. 

A week passed and there was no we) 
from Tony. Even I was puzzled at that, | 
figured he’d at least write to ask if Phyljj 
had found the letter. Then, one day Phy} 
lis announced she was going to move, “The 
two of us can’t stay here alone,” she ¢, 
plained. “It’s different now that Tony isn' 
here.” 

“Suppose we were married, Phyl, Yoy 
stay then, wouldn’t you?” 

She looked surprised, as if the thought 
had never crossed her mind. “Yes, of 
course. But Tony—” 

I took her in my arms suddenly, wop. 
dering why I hadn’t done it long befor 
now. “Forget Tony! There’s just yoy 
and me now...” I felt a shiver run 
through her body as I pressed her close ty 
me. I found her lips with mine and I helj 
her until the tightness relaxed and they 
were soft and moist. 

Then she broke away. “Please, Roy.” 
she said shakily. “Not that way—not to. 
night. I’ve got to think. I’m all mixed 
up.” 

I noticed the rise and fall of her breasts. 
the softness in her eyes, her lips quivering 
and decided I could wait. Id planted , 
seed and with Tony out of the way, I was 
sure it would grow. 

It took longer than I’d hoped, but at last 
Phyllis agreed to marry me. For obvious 
reasons I hadn’t written to Tony all the 
time he had been gone, and Phyllis hadnt 
gotten over his leaving without a word, 
But I felt so good about finally winning 
Phyllis, that I sent Tony a notice of our 
engagement. 

That turned out to be a tragic mistake, 
On the day of the wedding, who should 
show up but Tony. “Need a best man 
who’s just dying to kiss the bride?” he 
quipped. 

I could tell by the look in Phyllis’ eyes 
that he still had a darn good chance of 
being the “best man’”—even better than 
the groom-to-be. I cursed miy stupidity, 
but there was nothing I could do about it 
now. But every minute after that up until 
the wedding I was haunted by the fear that 
Phyllis might suddenly decide she was 
making a mistake. 

We had planned just a small wedding. 
but the affair turned out to be a produc: 
tion. Everyone we'd ever known and who 
knew us in the old days showed up to see 
the end of our experiment, to watch the 
Three Musketeers be reduced to two. But 
the ceremony went off without a hitch, even 
though the best man did kiss the bride a 
little longer and more ardently than I 
thought decent. 


W E HAD planned a special party after 
wards up at the apartment and % 
many people crowded in that we had 
move everything that wasn’t nailed dow 
out of the two front rooms to make space 
Shortly after Phyllis and I had finished 
moving the furniture, I noticed the strain 
look on her face. I recalled the hectic day 
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‘nd figured that she was tired. 

[called her into the bedroom to suggest 
that she take a rest. Without a word, she 
entered- the room, closed the door and 
handed me an envelope. It was rumpled 

and torn. not even fit for the dead letter 
ofice. “More congratulations?” I laughed, 
then stopped short as I saw the tears well 
up in her eyes. I looked again at the letter 
in my hand. It was the one Tony had 
written the day he left for Texas. “But 
where—?’ 

“When I moved the telephone stand—” 
Phyllis said brokenly. “Down behind it— 
in a crack in the baseboard. Why didn’t 
you tell me, Roy! ? Why weren’t you hon- 
est with me. 

“This is it,” I told myself. “The end. 
She'll never forgive me now.” There was 
nothing to say, so we both went back to 
join our guests. But most of them, think- 
ing we were hinting that they leave, were 
ready to go. They ignored our pleas to 
stay and shouted pointed gags about new- 
lyweds. Tony, I discovered, had already 
gone. 

After ushering out the last guest and 
turning out the lights, I went to the bed- 
room where Phyllis had already retired. 
It was unbelievable, but could it be that 
she’s forgotten about the note, I wondered. 
But with her first words I knew that she 
hadn’t and it was then I discovered how 
much I really loved my wife. 

“[ want Tony,” she said matter-of-factly. 
“Will you get him for me?” 

“Now?” I asked incredulously. 

“He’s at the Grand. Will you go, or 
shall I—?” 

I stared at her, soft and adorable in a 
negligee that accentuated her natural 
charms. Just a few hours ago she had be- 
come my wife. Now 

Slowly I turned and headed out the door. 
I could scarcely think; my feet moved as 
if they belonged to someone else. All I 
knew was that I loved Phyllis, loved her so 
much that I would get her anything she 
wanted. And she wanted—not the moon 
or fabulous jewels—but another man. On 
our wedding night 

A short time later I entered the hotel 
lobby and headed for the desk. Standing 
nearby was Tony, a suitcase at his feet. 
“What are you doing here?” he laughed. 
“You must be slipping. And on your wed- 
ding night, too!” 

“Phyl wants to see you,” I told him, 
trying hard to keep the heartbreak out of 
my voice. 

“And I'd like to see her!” he said, giving 
mea broad wink. “But seriously, Roy, I’d 
like to spend more time with Phyl—and 
you, but I’ve got to get back.” 

I thought he didn’t understand me. 
‘Look, Tony, I know you've got your 
classes and all that, but another night here 
wouldn’t—” 

Tony slapped me on the back. Nose 
other night here and I’d go nuts, man! 
And not because of a bunch of college 
feshmen.” 1 could only stare at him, un- 
comprehending. “You don’t think you’ve 
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got a monopoly- on masculine charm, do 
you chum? Why I’ve got Dora so com- 
pletely sewed up that—” 

My jaw dropped. “Dora?” 

Tony nodded, a mysterious smile on his 
face. “We’ve got to keep it a secret, you 
know. She’s got another semester of 
school yet.” 

I shook my head to clear it. “But I still 
don’t—” 

“You want a diagram?” Tony laughed. 
“Listen— Dora was one of my students. 
She’s wonderful, she’s marvelous—she’s 
my wife!” 

“You mean—” 

He nodded. “But we can’t announce it 
until after she graduates. So not a word, 
or so help me [’ll—” He gave me a play- 
ful sock on the chin, then picked up his 
bag. “Well, there’s my cab. See you 
later, Roy. Give Phyl my love.” 

It was some time before I could move. 
But when I did, it was fast, and in the 
direction of home—and Phyllis. And the 
tune I whistled became lighter and gayer 
the closer I got, because I knew that for 
tonight, I'd be giving Phyllis so much of 
my love that she wouldn’t be thinking of 
Tony—or anyone else! 


THE END 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 8) 


closely approaches the soaring speed of 
Tatum. An excellent example of how sleek 
Oscar is at up-tempo can be found on the 
Mercury pressing of the oldie, Exactly Like 
You. Here, with Major Holley adding the 
rhythm licks on bass, is the uncanny Peter- 
son drive, unsuspectingly catching fire at 
the second chorus. The flip is Robbins 
Nest, a bouncy opus, which Oscar adroitly 
jaunts through at a soft, relaxed pace. 

On blues tunes, Oscar is something of a 
painter at the 88’s. His phrasing of a 
melody is artistic, almost always is in keep- 
ing with the mood of the song he plays. To 
catch Peterson at his very best on blues, 
listen to Oscar’s Blues, a pensive original 
of his on Mercury, backed by the standard 
ballad, Where or When. Both sides make 
choice collector’s fare. 

x * 


RECORD OF THE MONTH: Mercury’s 
Dancing In The Dark/Laura, resounding 
the quaint but soothing alto sax tones of 
the incredible Charlie Parker on two fa- 
vorites of yesteryears. “Yardbird” has here 
the backing of a highly versatile string 
ensemble which adds a touch of beauty to 
the pressings. Cleverly done, the duo will 
surely end up among the jazz classics . . . 
GOOD: MGM’s I'll Know/I’ve Never,Been 
In Love Before, a pair of vocals from the 
current Broadway play, Guys and Dolls, 
chirped in the rich baritones of top male 
crooner Billy Eckstine. “Mr. B.”—singing 
evenly and pleasingly clear—caresses the 
lyrics on both ballads quite ably enough 
against steady orchestra support. Either 
of these is ideal for cuddle-up-close music. 
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Paris 


Model 
(Continued from Page 25) 


But I firmly believe that no dress can be 
more stunning than the person in it. A 
dress and a woman’s mood go together; 
it’s a combination of the two. That’s why 
I have tried to fit my mood to the dress I’m 
wearing, so that the customer can get the 
whole picture before she buys. 

Yes, it is glamorous to be a Paris model. 
I like the feel of beautiful clothes, the 
sheer silks, the warm furs! What girl 
wouldn’t? I’ve had several ambitions in 
my life, but I guess I always wanted to be 
a model. Some people may laugh, but at 
one time I wanted to be named as one of 
the ten best-dressed women in the world. 
Maybe that will never happen, but I'll al- 
ways be a model, no matter what I do or 
where I live. I'll be a model in my every- 
day life—because good taste and good 
grooming are as essential to me as the air 


I breathe. 
| ¥A45 born in Texarkana, Texas, the 


seventh of eight children. I went to 
high school in my home town, and things 
weren't so easy for such a big family be- 
cause my father died when I was very 
young and my mother had to carry the 
burden alone. But she was a wonderful 
woman, full of courage and ideas for her 
children. She exposed us all to music and 
I learned to play well before I finished 
high school, but it was my sister, Lois, now 
a concert pianist, who really loved music. 
I was too young then to know what I really 
wanted to do. 

But I found out quickly when I went 
away to Wiley College at Marshall, Texas. 
There were a lot of pretty girls at Wiley 
in those days, and still are. I didn’t have 
the money to buy a lot of beautiful clothes, 
but I had inherited good taste from my 
mother, and by being skillful with a nee- 
dle, I managed to be chosen the “most 
beautiful on the campus” in my first year. 
Mother had always made my clothes, but 
at Wiley I used to lie in bed and sketch 
original designs for her to follow. Be- 
tween the two of us, I wasn’t hard to look 
at, or so the boys told me. , 


I went through my college work at Wiley 


in three and a half years, by going to 
school in the summer. I must have had 
clothes on the brain even then because I 
was more interested in fashions than in 
biology. I never had a serious love affair 
during these college years, although I went 
around with a couple of boys pretty stead- 
ily. One-used to say I was all right—but 
I was too knock-kneed. And I was knock- 
kneed, so knock-kneed that I used to fall 
down when I ran because my knees 





bumped into each other. One of the 


piest things in my later life is the fact tha 
in trying to make myself into a goog 
model, I cured myself of being knock. 
kneed—which is why I say today that eyep 
the homeliest woman in the world can jm. 
prove her figure and her grooming if she jg 
willing to work. 

My mother died about the time I finished 
college, so I had to decide on my future, 
but I was certain it wouldn’t be found jg 
Texarkana. Luckily, I had an uncle jp 
Los Angeles who said that I could come 
and live with him. I accepted withoy 
hesitation, and took the first step in 1943 
that eventually brought me to Paris. 

Because I had been almost the younges 
child, and had gotten the hand-me-downs 
from my older sisters, I suppose it is naty. 
ral that I should have a phobia about 
clothes. But my uncle didn’t share my 
enthusiasm. I was still sketching and 
working as a postal clerk in Los Angeles, 
but I quit the postal job and went to work 
as secretary for a union. My uncle was 
very kind and tolerant but I don’t think he 
was any too happy when I enrolled in q 
modeling school. Maybe I should add 
right here that I taught in the high school 
for six months and attended the University 
of Southern California in the school of 
drama. I completed most of my work to. 
ward a master’s degree. 

But people kept asking me why I didn't 
go into fashions and I didn’t need much 
persuading, so I finally began to devote 
most of my time to fashion shows. | 
studied classical and interpretive dancing. 
Anything to help mold my figure for what 
I now believed was to be my life’s work. 

There have been three important people 
in my life. My mother, Mrs. Arabella 
Clark Towles, who gave me my love for 
music and good grooming. The second 
was my uncle, Dr. H. H. Towles, who gave 
me my first big break when he offered me 
a home in Los Angeles. I was and am very 
fond of him, but modeling in those days— 
especially for a colored girl—was such an 
uncertain way to make a living, that he was 
never quite reconciled to my trying it. 
Looking back now, I don’t blame him. 

The third important person in my life 
was my husband. I met him in Los 
Angeles. He is still there—Dr. Nathaniel 
A. Fearance. He was always loads of fun 
and we went around for quite a while be 
fore we finally got married. Like my 
uncle, he wasn’t too keen on my being a 
model, but he was a good sport and said if 
I liked something, it was okay with him. 
He used to take me to rehearsals for fash 
ion shows, and in return I would go off on 
hunting expeditions with him every week 
end. 

When we got married, I re-decorated the 
house he had before our marriage. I think 
he liked the job I did. But what I now 
know that he didn’t like was the time | 
gave to my pursuit of fashions. He said 
he was getting less and less of my time 
which was true, but I couldn’t stop the 
work that fascinated me. 
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In the end it was the old story of career 
or marriage. and I wanted both. [ still 
want both. I think it is possible for a 
woman to have both. Frankly, I think 
that, for emotional balance, a woman who 
works as a model should have a husband. 
Further, she should have children. But 
when I made plans to leave for Paris, my 
husband objected strenuously. I hated it 
to happen like that—but I felt I owed it to 
myself to see what I could do in my chosen 
field. 

| know it has been said that I deserted 
my husband, but I had no intention of 
leaving him when I caught the boat. 

I wanted more than anything to be a 
model, and Paris was my yardstick. If I 
made good in Paris, I would know that I 
had something constructive to offer. Now 
that I have made good over here, I feel that 





my experiences may help other girls who 
have the guts to try what they want to try. 
But for a model, a beautiful face isn’t 
enough. There must be just as much 
beauty inside as outside. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 5) 


interesting and good listening. I'll always 
remember that time in our early relation- 
ship when Eddie, without warning or rea- 
son, whispered in my ear, “Darling, I’m 
going to marry you when you're old 
enough!” 

There was nothing pompous or preten- 
tious about the way Eddie proposed to me. 
He just simply asked me, “Do you want to 
get married?” I wasted no time accepting. 

Getting Eddie’s offer of marriage was a 
cherished dream. Yet what I remember 
most about his proposal now is the ring 
he bought me. 

Eddie had figured on buying a stone for 
me on the way to Yuma, Arizona, where 
we had planned to be married. But some- 
how in our travel by car out of California, 
we got crossed up in our directions and 
ended up on a wrong road that led us 
eventually to the little Arizona town of 
Oatman. 

There Eddie searched shop after shop 
for a wedding ring, only to come up with 
aten-cent-store gem that cost just 75 cents. 
I'm sure he was more than a bit embar- 
tassed when the time came for him to slip 
the ring on my finger before a justice of 
peace in the town. But when he did, I didn’t 
mind. I understood his predicament. And 
after all, a ring—no matter how great its 
worth—could never replace the genuine 
expression of love which Eddie had shown 
80 often to me. 

As Mrs. Eddie Anderson, I feel honored 
inhaving a husband who is so talented and 











tespected as a comedian in the fabulous 
world of show business. But, to be frank, 
I'm most thankful for the fact that I have 
mn Eddie a wonderful father of our son, 
Billy, and a pleasant mate who is more 
than capable of making my life a good one 
to live, 
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woman.” Chorus girls and others in the 
theatrical field use them to add to their 
natural The gay are 
built into their brief, strapless costumes, 


charms. deceivers 
sewn in securely to guard against possible 
loss during a strenuous routine. They are 
also a “must” in the wardrobes of those 
dainty creatures of stage and night club, 
the female impersonators. 

The for beautiful 
breasts is as old as religion, poetry and 
art; they have a symbolism in primitive 
religions, have served as the basic pattern 
for architecture throughout the world. 
Artists and sculptors have portrayed the 
curves of the female bosom and poets have 
sung of its beauty. John Keats wrote: 
“Sweet voice, sweet lips, soft hand and 
softer breast.” 

We Negro women have good reason to be 
breast conscious. After all, if a woman is 
hippy and has a small bust, her clothes just 
won't fit right. But where Nature leaves 
off, we ladies in the undies trade have to 
pick up. And despite what wise-cracking 
men may say about us, women have been 
using artificial means to improve the looks 
of their breasts since the beginning of time. 

As far back as 2,000 B.C. glamour girls 
were aware of the value of “separation cen- 
ters” or “cleavage”’—the valley between 
the breasts that is deepened by wearing 
certain garments. These ancient damsels 
wore high-waisted drapes that accentuated 
their busts, achieved “cleavage” by bands 
of cloth that their breasts 
from behind. 

Although the women in Hollywood pre- 
sent a sweeping panorama of rising mounds 
and dipping valleys, “cleavage” on the 
screen is strictly taboo. 


He MAIN CONTROVERSY concern- 
ing falsies is not whether or not they 
should be worn, but whether a girl who 


desire of women 


crossed over 


wears them should tell her prospective hus- 
band or let him discover it himself. I sup- 
pose that deep down I always knew this, 
but I never thought about it seriously until 
my young falsie customer told me of her 
embarrassing experience with her boy 
friend. Now it seems that every time I 
pick up a newspaper, someone has some- 
thing to say on the subject. 

Recently I read in the papers that a cou- 
ple of Hollywood starlets were circulating 
petitions against falsies because, they said, 
fake women guilt feelings 
which make for poor mental health. “A 
girl goes around worrying if her boy friend 
knows there’s less to her than meets the 
eye,” one said. True, this must keep a lot 


curves give 








of women in a dither, but I don’t think it’s 
nearly as bad as the starlets make out. I 
think the Hollywood lassies were just look- 
ing for publicity. 

More to the point, however, was a ques- 
tionnaire I read in a New York paper. A 
very pertinent question was asked: “A man 
is suing for divorce on the grounds that 
his wife fooled him by wearing false 
breasts prior to their marriage. Would you 
consider this grounds for divorce?” 

The majority opinion upheld the woman 
in the case. Said one married woman who 
was interviewed: “If the husband was ever 
in love with his wife, false busts shouldn’t 
matter. She can make up the deficiency 
in other ways around the home.” 

“Tf any man is that dumb he deserves to 
be hooked,” growled one cynical male in- 
terviewer. 

To tell or not to tell, that is the question, 
but in the last analysis it is a personal 
problem. Many false-fronted women in 
doubt like to remember the words of Ana- 
tole France, the French novelist and ad- 
mirer of feminine beauty: 

“Where there are no secrets, there is no 
charm.” 

My young falsie customer, however, was 
much more practical. She took the advice I 
gave her to heart, and when I saw her some 
months later, the breast compartments of 
her dress were full and she seemed very 
happy. She extended me an invitation to 
her wedding, which was to take place 
shortly, and told me how she had solved 
her problem. 

When her new boy friend began to show 
serious intention, she related, she was de- 
termined not to let herself make the same 
mistake twice. One night, while they were 
dancing, she patted the tips of his shoul- 
ders and said, jokingly, “Why, darling, 
you're padded.” He laughed and replied, 
“You girls get a kick only out of the big, 
broad-shouldered men, so we poor guys 
with narrow shoulders have to pad our- 
selves to make the grade.” 

Then she came right to the point. “I 
sympathize with you,” she said. “We flat- 
chested girls have to wear falsies for the 
same reason.” 

The young man was taken aback by her 
admission, but then he saw that she was no 
more guilty of false pretense than he was. 
“Pretty soon we were able to joke about 
it,” she told me. “I'd pat his shoulders 
and call him my ‘big broad-shouldered 
honey.” Because he respected me for my 
honesty and directness, I know we're going 
to be a very happy and well-adjusted cou- 
ple.” 

“Of course you will,” I told her. I want- 
ed to hug her for havihg found the answer 
to a question bothersome to so many 
women. Do men feel cheated by girls who 
wear falsies? Maybe. But the man who’s 
worth his salt understands that falsies are 
like padded shoulders, elevator shoes, and 
slicked hair, that both men and women are 
guilty of nothing more than trying to at- 
tract each other. Falsies, like lipstick and 
powder, are here to stay! 
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Dynamite 
(Continued from Page 34) 


moon—and thought it wouldn’t happen 
again. 

Don apologized the next day. But I 
treasured his kisses. Compared to Greg’s 
cautious pecks, they left me aching all over 
for more. Only I knew I must not—and I 
would not. 

Then they moved into their home. It 
was practically country with nice trees 
hemming their house in to give almost 
complete privacy. I saw Don only by 
accident. But when we met, he’d pick me 
up and we’d ride around. He began figur- 
ing ways to see more of me. I was pleased 
with this conquest, shameful as it was. 
Addie wasn’t so smart. She’d not been 
able to hold her man—against her “ugly” 
sister! 

Then I began to baby sit for them, and 
those evenings, Don could come back, to 
see if things were all right. Addie would 
be occupied wherever they happened to 
have gone, and we'd be alone for a little 
while. 

Greg didn’t like the idea. “Cuts into 
our dates—I’ll be going away soon to col- 
lege—I want every evening I can get with 
you. 

“But they need my help,” I insisted, and 
he didn’t understand my sudden interest 
in helping my step-sister. 

It worked out swell in the beginning. 
The first time I went over, Don came home 
between dances to see how things were go- 
ing along. He hung around to talk. We 
walked out into the backyard, across the 
velvety lawn, looking at the stars together. 
Don talked about flying, and how he'd like 
to be able to have a plane that moment, to 
sweep down, pick me up, carry me to an 
island of our own where no one could ever 
find us until we were ready to return to 
our own lives. 

When he left, I began thinking. We 
hadn’t ever talked of anything that must 
come about ultimately. This couldn’t go 
on forever or could it? There would come 
a time we’d have to do something about 
this thing that had sprung up between us. 
I saw in my mind’s eye, the shocked hurt 
look of Mom, of Greg, of Dad and Addie. 
They who didn’t dream Don was anything 
but loyal—and I saw myself in disgrace. 

But I tried to push aside these unpleas- 
I had a right to Don. He 
But it did 


ant thoughts. 
was neglected and so was I—. 
begin to trouble me some. 


(THE NEXT TIME I went out with Greg, 

he drove us to a high bluff overlooking 
I felt it coming, the talk he was 
“Pat, you’ve 


the river. 
determined we were to have. 
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got to stop fooling round with Don! You'll 
get yourself in trouble—and people will 
start talking.” 

I was furious at his accusation. I in- 
sisted he take me home at once, and I pre- 
tended not to know what he meant. “When 
I give up my time to do them a good turn 
—hbaby sitting—you dare to accuse me 
of—” 

‘Greg was firm. “Don’t kid me. I go 
there nights you sit to watch over you—I 
don’t like you being there alone—and who 
comes home and hangs round?” 

I was trapped. I dared not deny it but 
I did get furious. “If Don is a good 
enough father to be interested in what’s 
happening to his son—and you aren’t able 
to appreciate that—you’re low minded and 
—and a spy! I never want to see you as 
long as you live.” 

That’s how we parted. For more than a 
week I refused even to talk to Greg when 
he called. 

There was a big roadhouse party Don 
and Addie were going to, a dancing party. 
Don made quite a speech before Addie 
about his coming back to peep in on me 
later. I settled myself, trying to read, to 
listen to the radio, but my mind was only 
on Don and those exciting moments we’d 
have when he returned. It was midnight 
when he came back. I heard the car pull 
up and stop short. He raced the motor 
momentarily before he cut it off abruptly. 
Then I heard him come up the walk. 

“Hi, kid!” he greeted waving a hand as 
he entered the living room. He was grin- 
ning foolishly. “Made it easy—they won't 
miss me for hours.” 

I was on my feet. This time I didn’t rush 
forth to greet him because he wasn’t him- 
self and it bothered me. But he came 
towards me, obviously drunk. He had me 
in his arms and was kissing me hungrily. 
Only this time it revolted me. I shoved 
him back. He swayed, then 
“Playing hard to get—you tough little 
cookie putting on an act—that’s some- 
thing!” 

I couldn’t laugh it off. 

Ordinarily, Don wasn’t a big drinker, 
but obviously this night, he intended to be 
well fortified to do what had been in his 
mind for a long while. 

He scowled. “Got 


here—a better date?” 


laughed. 


someone hidden 
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That angered me. “No, what do you take _ 
me for anyway?” 

“Come on,” he took my hand and leq 
me, “We'll get a drink and get going—” 

Once in his den he gave me a playfyl 
little push to the divan against the wall, 
“Wait. Don’t move. I'll get us a drink 
Get you in the spirit of things. You're 
about a dozen behind! No wonder yoy 
can’t perk.” 

He opened up the lovely, modern blonde 
liquor cabinet Addie had given him ag q 
housewarming present for his den. He got 
out a bottle and mixed the drinks, insisting 
as I held my glass gingerly and hesitated 
over it, that I drink up. “You know we've 
been waiting for this a long while,” he 
whispered as he began kissing me. His lips 
moved down from my lips to my throat, | 
began to struggle. Then he grabbed me 
and held me with vise-like strength. 

He began pushing me to the divan and] 
screamed. Momentarily, he let me go, | 
broke away and rushed to the opposite side 
of the writing desk and opened the drawer 
where he had placed the loaded revolver 
for my safety. I pulled it out and held jt 
—pointing it at Don. He came lunging for. 
ward and before I knew it—I had pulled 
the trigger. 

Thank God my aim was completely off, 
The bullet hit his leg and he crumpled to 
the floor. I stood over him, stuffing my hand 
into my mouth to keep from crying. 

The next thing I knew I heard Greg's 


voice in the house. He was running 
through the house. “Pat, Pat—I heard 
you—” 


“Get me to a doctor,” Don moaned. 

We never did tell Addie what happened. 
Greg was the one who thought of that. He 
made Don promise that he’d behave from 
then on—or he would tell. Don was glad 
to promise. Addie still believes that I was 
awakened from a nap and in my fright, | 
thought Don a prowler—and_ before | 
turned a light on, I fired. When Greg de. 
cided I’d better have my ring right away, 
Addie said, “Some day you'll be so busy 
tending babies, you'll see nothing else is 
half as exciting or as important—except of 
course—your husband. You'll be as happy 
as Don and me!” 

Well, I don’t resent Addie any more. She 
hasn’t anything I want, not even a man! 
want. I have my own—who is more to my 


liking. THE END 
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My 
Husband 
Was 

. 
Frigid bs 
(Continued from Page 17) 
order to help furnish our home and get 
our marriage off to a good start. But lately, 
my work was a refuge, something to oc- 
cupy me and keep my mind off the prob- 
lems that lurked in the background threat- 
ening to spoil everything. 

Chuck and I had been married about 
three years when I became aware that all 
was not well with our relationship. At 
frst I was afraid to mention it to him, 
afraid that I was imagining or exaggerat- 
ing the situation. But more and more fre- 
quently, things occurred that increased my 
doubts and fears. Things like the incident 
just that morning that had developed into 
something far out of proportion to its nor- 
mal significance . . . I decided that we 
must come face to face with our problem. 

“Chuck,” I began one evening my heart 
pounding furiously, “do you love me?” 

He glanced up, an odd look in his eyes. 
“Yes, of course, Hon,” he answered hesi- 
tantly. “Why?” 
~ Trose from my chair and perched on the 
arm of the divan where he sat. “Chuck— 
are you sure?” 

“Certainly. Why shouldn’t I be sure?” 
he said, a frown creasing the 
tween his eyes. 

“You're certain there isn’t—well, 
one else?” I persisted. 

“No—no one Nora.” Then he 
turned away from me. I sensed that what- 
ever was wrong between us, it had to be ap- 
proached with caution. I’d have to choose 
the right words. I knew what I wanted to 
say, but I had to cast about for a way to 
say it. 

“Have I failed you in any way?” 

He was annoyed now and closed the 
book with a snap. “What are you driving 
at, Nora?” he snapped, tossing the book 
on the coffee table. 

“Something’s happened to us—I- 
to know what it is.” 


space be- 
some- 


else, 


I want 


“Nothing has happened to us,” he 
tested, and the edge in his voice betrayed 
his annoyance. 

“You don’t love me, Chuck.” My voice 
was a shade lower than a whisper. “You— 
you haven't loved me for a long time, not 
for almost a month.” 

It seems that my accusation hung in mid- 
air as a veil seemed to fall over his eyes 


pro- 


and his expression became tense. I saw his 
hand go to his ear, stroke it in a gesture 
that I had learned to associate with ner- 
Vousness. His silence was frightening. It 
was a mood I’d never encountered before. 

“What’s wrong, Chuck?” I asked again. 
“What is it?” 


He stood, walked into our bedroom, his 





mouth set in a straight narrow line of dis- 
approval. I was puzzled at his refusal to 
discuss this thing and I remained on the 
waiting for him to come back. But 
he had 


sofa, 
when he did return to the room, 
dressed, had his coat over his arm. 

“Going out,” he said, pulling open the 
door. 

“Chuck ...!” I called, but he was 
gone, slamming the door behind himself. 

I don’t know how long I sat there after 
he left. I do know that I smoked almost a 
pack of cigarettes while my mind feverishly 
dealt with my thoughts. I was uncon- 
scious of everything but this puzzle. Chuck 
had said that he loved me, that there was 
not anyone else. Yet, something was bother- 
ing him. What could it be? Was it I who 
had failed? I thought of the magazine ads 
I had read, could it be a matter of feminine 
Wasn’t I clean enough in my 
personal habits? No, it was nothing like 
that, I was sure. I dismissed that idea and 
the idea of frigidity, even as I considered 
them. I knew I not that type. I 
thought of everything in our daily life, our 
intimacies, but I could find nothing to give 
me a Clue to his actions. 

I made a mental calculation counting the 
weeks on my fingers, and realized that. we 
hadn’t had any sexual relations for more 
than a month. Maybe, I thought suddenly. 
he wants me to take the initiative. Perhaps 
he is tired of being the seeker, the aggres- 
lover. “That could be it,” I said 
speaking my mind aloud. “Well, that can 
be remedied and soon!” 


hygiene? 


was 


sive 


N -Y CONCLUSION seemed quite logi- 
= cal to me and my heart lifted a bit, 
my hopes brightened with the prospect. I 


rose then and went to the bedroom, anti- 
cipation bringing a smile to my lips. I un- 


dressed and was about to slip into my gown 
when I decided against it. Faintly embar- 
rassed at my own rashness, I sat at the 
dressing table, studied myself carefully. 
Perhaps there was some way in which I 
could make myself more attractive to him. 
How? My body? My hair? My face? 
Would a sophisticated hair-do make me 
I piled the dark hair 
atop my head, studying the effect. No, I 
didn’t have the face for an upsweep. Any- 
I remembered that Chuck had once 
said he liked me with long hair. I stood 
then, examining my body in the mirror. 
No, there was nothing wrong with my fig- 
It was even better than when I was 


more provocative? 


way, 


ure. 
first married. I'd filled out in all the right 
places. 


I was so engrossed in my self-examina- 
tion that I didn’t hear Chuck when he came 
home. He had opened the bedroom door, 
and stood as if transfixed, his eyes bulging, 
his mouth open and the stain of a flush 
spreading swiftly over his face. 

I gave a flustered gasp, then smiled as I 
regained my composure, and reached for 
the gown lying across the foot of the bed. 
Chuck walked in, took off his coat. 


As I climbed into bed, I thought, “I didn’t 
plan it this way, but it couldn’t have hap- 




















FIRST TIME at This 


ce wf 


Wo Sacrifice 
in Quality 
or Work- 
manship 


Flatteringly 
Fashioned 
HOUSEWIVES 
BEAUTICIANS 
WAITRESSES 
HOUSEMAIDS 
DIETICIANS 
NURSES, etc. 


HOUSE OF 
UNIFORMS 


PRE-SHRUNK POPLIN 


Style #301 
“Elizabette” 


: 8 WE BG 7 


% Guaranteed 
fast color 


Ba * a to 
# 


bo iron 
% Double reinforced side seams 
Pa FULL RANGE OF SIZES: 
12° 14° 16°18*20* 40°42° 44 
& 5 FLATTERING COLORS: AQUA, BLUE. 
Be SE (with —e Ric 
BACK i trimmed cuffs and 


8 
a 
be 
pockets), ALL WHITE and - 
ee 
eS 
ES 
bs 
5 
a 






MONEY 
GUARANT Et! 
ALL BLACK, 

HOUSE a4 WINDSOR eae | 
Newark 7, 4. . TC 107 
Please mat the following niaa aan 
If*not completely satisfied, I have the privilege 
¢ = same within 10 days for full refund. 




















= CLIP AND MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 





Pa ityle No. Size How Many Color Price 
8 D Check for order enclosed. You pay postoge. 
& Send ge poy a ——- 
& Priced. Write for FREE Catalog, 
Name. 
= Address. 
=. City. Zone State 





Ladies Genuine New 


M 
siz250 FUR COATS 
Jackets & Searis 
a on CREDIT anywhere in the UNITED STATES. 
We TRUST you. Catalog FREE. Other goods. Write. 
BUNTS FUR COMPANY 


250 East Columbia St. Suite 179-EB 
Detroit 1, Michigan 
SONGS 


PUBLISHED § ! ; w if : aS 
|) 0 WZ Send your songs or poems todays Music | 
VA 


written for your words without charge. 
Records, copies, copyright furnished. We 
ADVANCE 
ROYALTY 


$50.00 
DOWN 
















































have helped many new writers find their 

first success. Let us try to help you. 
HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 

1558 N. Vine St. Dept. FF-41, Hollywood 28, Cal. 


PAID YEARLY 


Subscribe to 


TAN CONFESSIONS 


73 








pened at a better time. Perhaps this will 
arouse him.” 

Chuck climbed into the bed and turned 
out the bedside lamp. He leaned toward 
me and kissed me lightly on the cheek. But 
before he could draw away, I had my arms 
around him, kissing him with all the love 
I felt. He lay passive under my kisses and 
I was forced to release him, to draw away 
to the very edge of the bed. 

“Goodnight,” he said, his voice sounding 
cold to my ears. I felt the bed yield to the 
weight of his body as he turned from me 
and the tears flooded from my eyes onto the 
pillow. “And I was so sure a few minutes 
ago,” I thought, “but now . . .” 

Sleep eluded me that night. I lay awake 
trying to solve the riddle, but I could not 
arrive at a solution. I was too confused, 
too hurt to think rationally. 

The following Saturday evening we went 
out on our weekly date, after a week of pre- 
tending nothing out of the ordinary had oc- 
curred. After the movie, we stopped in at 
our favorite snack shop and the events of 
the past Sunday still lay heavy on my 
mind. I was thinking of bringing the sub- 
ject up later as we undressed for bed, but 
for some reason, I hesitated, fearful of the 
unknown, puzzled and reluctant to ask. 

I awakened that next morning to find 
Chuck’s eyes on me, a smile on his face. I 
smiled in return and started out of bed. 

“Where you going?” he asked, catching 
my hand. 

“To wash my face,” I replied, surprised 
at his question. 

“Hurry back,” The squeeze he gave my 
hand was like a whispered invitation. 

My heart swelled at the promise I read 
in his voice and eyes. I washed my face 
and combed my hair with nervous but joy- 
ful hands. I returned to the room, sitting 
on the bedside, timidly, afraid that I had 
perhaps imagined the meaning in his 
words. Chuck reached over, pulled me onto 
the bed, his arms encircling me, kissing 
and caressing me with growing fervor. And 
starved for love, I submitted willingly, en- 
couraging him with all the wiles I 
possessed. 

I was happy for a while then, my heart 
singing with the rapture of love. My con- 
fidence had been restored and the doubts 
chased from my mind. It didn’t take long 
though, for me to realize that the problem 
was not solved, that my fear had only been 
allayed for a short period. Increasingly, I 
became aware that something was still 
missing. We had hopped back into the old 
routine. The weeks that I existed without 
sexual satisfaction piled up until three 
months had elapsed. At the same time, I 
realized that I was growing nervous, losing 
weight and the calm steadiness that I 
usually possessed. Still Chuck said noth- 
ing nor did he act in any way to give me a 
clue to the cause. He was considerate, 
helping me with the housework, but the 
jolly man I had married was gone. In his 
place was a moody, morose man. Our 
kisses had become merely a habit, no 
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longer a part of our existence, an outward 
symbol of something that didn’t exist. 


Frour MISERABLE months had passed 

when I decided that I must speak to 
Chuck again. I dreaded mentioning the 
subject although I knew it had to be faced 
at some time, if not now, later. I was a 
bundle of nerves, often too nervous to do 
my work efficiently. Uncle Ray was aware 
of my nervousness, but I had refused to dis- 
cuss the cause, the delicateness of the sub- 
ject making me shy. I knew that our love 
was not growing, could not grow as long as 
this unnamed barrier remained between 
Chuck and myself. 

It took courage to talk to Chuck, es- 
pecially since I had been quietly but defi- 
nitely rebuffed previously. But I managed 
to summon the strength and courage as I 
faced him that spring evening. 

“Chuck ... we got to come to some 
sort of understanding,” I told him, choos- 
ing my words with care. 

“About what?” 

“About us,” I replied, gaining confi- 
dence. “We can’t go on like this. You say 
you love me, that there isn’t another 
woman, but still you don’t want me. Why?” 

His expression told me that he would 
rather not discuss it and his silence was 
what I had expected. I looked at him, see- 
ing a stranger, someone who only faintly 
resembled the man I married. His features 
had not changed, but at that moment he 
was another person. 

“Chuck, what is it? . . . What’s wrong? 
It’s not fair to keep me in the dark like 
this!” I pleaded. 

“Nothing’s wrong,” he answered 
evasively. 

I had made up my mind that I was going 
to get to the bottom of the matter even if he 
did not want to talk about it. I was not 
going to let it lay ignored between us any 
longer. “There is something wrong,” I told 
him. “I know that much . . . and I think 
you should tell me.” 

“Tt’s nothing that concerns you,” he re- 
plied harshly. 

“Yes, it does Chuck . . . Anything that 
concerns you concerns me. Remember 
we're married, we’re not supposed to have 
secrets from each other. We’re supposed to 
share .. . everything!” 

“This is a personal matter, Nora, I can’t 
tell you, and there’s nothing you could do 
even if you knew.” 

“You don’t know if there is or not. How 
can you tell until I know whether I can 
help you,” I suggested, my voice breaking 
at the end. He was silent. I didn’t know 
whether to continue or to give up. Anxiety 
caused me to try again. “Chuck are you 
ill? Are you worried?” I questioned. 

“No,” he answered gruffly, “I told you, 
I’m all right, now. Now please leave me 
alone,” and he picked up the paper and 
resumed his reading. 

I had taken all I could stand and the 
nervous tension in me mounted as I sat 
there. Suddenly a sob broke from my 





throat and I rushed from the room as the 
tears blinded my eyes. Chuck left th 
house shortly after that and I felt defeated, 
helpless, unable to cope with life. I lay 
there thinking, reviewing our life, hoping 
to discover some hint to the present. By 
there was no clue, nothing to account fo 
this strange turn of events. One thought 
that kept haunting me was that perhaps 
there was some other woman. They always 
said the wife was the last to know. Stil} 
even that didn’t seem possible. Chuck 
spent most of his spare time at home, going 
out only occasionally to a wrestling match 
or a boxing bout with the “boys.” 

Suddenly, my mind was toying with an. 
other idea. Perhaps there was a physical 
reason that was causing the trouble. By 
how could I find out? Chuck wouldn’t talk 
about it. He’d already shown that the sub. 
ject was distasteful. Perhaps, I should talk 
to someone, ask their advice, but who? 
Uncle Ray? His mom or dad? No, ] 
couldn’t talk to any of them, it was too deli. 
cate a subject to discuss with them. “T’l] 
just have to wait,” I decided. “Maybe 
things will work out eventually.” 

I had just gone to bed when the phone 
rang. It was my mother-in-law. She asked 
if I would come to her house the next day 
(my free afternoon) for lunch. I quickly 
accepted her invitation figuring it might be 
a chance for me to confide in her. 

And so that next day, I was on my way to 
Mom’s house, my courage ebbing with each 
minute. As much as I wanted help, needed 
help, I knew that I could never bring my. 
self to broach the subject that was bother 
ing me. 

“Let’s eat first and talk later,” Mom sug- 
gested and I agreed, knowing that she had 
waited long past her lunch hour so that she 
might eat with me. There was something 
about the food, the small talk, her manner 
that calmed me and gave me confidence 
but even so I found that I could not speak. 

Over our second cup of coffee, Mom 
asked, “What’s wrong Nora? You and 
Chuck aren’t getting along so well, are 
you?” 

I felt a blush creep over my face, and 
could not answer. 

“What is it dear? Tell me. I’m older 
than you and—maybe there’s something | 
can do.” 

I dropped my head, my cheeks burning 
in embarrassment. As much as I wanted 
advice, I just couldn’t speak out. Tears 
were gathering in my eyes, and as | 
blinked, they rolled down my cheeks. Mom 
came to me, and put her comforting arms 
about my shoulders. 

“Nora, tell me what is wrong. I know 
that there’s something. Neither of you art 
happy. You show it in your faces, youl 
actions. Come on, tell me... Let me 
help you dear. That’s what I invited you 
here for . . . to get to the bottom of this.” 

Her gentleness and sympathy seemed !0 
dispell my restraint and tearfully I told her 
of our trouble. I ended my tale of woe 
with a faltering account of the events af 
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THOUSANDS OF LETTERS ATTEST 
TO KOTALKO’S EFFECTIVENESS 


This amazing full strength ointment does more than 
make hair look more lustrous and lovelier—it con- 
tains ‘a combination of not one but several ingredi- 
ents that help promote a healthier, more normal 
scalp. It-helps remove flaky, excessive dandruff— 
aids nature to help heal bumpy externally-caused 
scalp sores and quickly curbs dry, itchy scalp condi- 
tions. Professional men know that when the scalp is 
healthy and normal, hair is more attractive. more 
lustrous, may grow longer. That’s why thousands of 
attractive women use Kotalko—don’t you miss this 
beauty thrill! Send coupon today for Kotalko Oint- 
_ and 3 Large Cakes of Foamy Kotalko Shampoo 
ap. 








BEFORE 


Mrs, Izetta Baysmore of 


Bronx, N. Y. had short, 
frizzy, dry, brittle, burnt 
hair due to a lack of suf- 
ficient natural hair oils, 
causing an unhealthy 
hair and scalp condition. 
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AFTER 
With hair and scalp 
healthy and normal plus 
the use of Kotalko Oint- - 
ment to help supplement 
the natural hair oils, her 
hair became longer, 


silkier, and smoother. 
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Guaranteed 


Every package of Kotalko Ointment 


Shampoo Soap is guaranteed pure and 
as advertised. Kotalko is guaranteed to 
give you the good results you desire or 
your money will be refunded. Should 
you by any chance be displeased with 
Kotalko for any reason, please return 
the unused portion for our chemical 


Kotalko Sales Company 
257 Cornelison Avenue 
Jersey City 2, N. J. 
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LOVELIER, MORE LUSTROUS 
LONGER HAIR-MAY BE YOURS 


With Amazing FULL STRENGTH Kotalko 


Just One Application Starts To Make Hair 
“4 Smoother ~Glossier ~ Silkier ~ Free of Flaky Dandruff 












LONGER HAIR AMAZES 
LEADING N.Y. BEAUTICIAN 


New York, June 9—Miss Vivian Ford, owner of 
the Vivian Ford Shop, 736 St. Nicholas Ave., 
N. Y. C., stated that she used full strength Kotalko 
for a period of six weeks on one of her customers. 
whose hair was dry, cracking off, and brittle due to 
lack of sufficient natural hair oils. With the scalp 
and hair conditions normal, using Kotalko regu- 
larly to supplement these natural oils, she was 
amazed with the results achieved. 

You too may have longer, more lustrous and love- 
lier hair with Kotalko. In these days of scientific 
achievements, why have short, fuzzy, unmanageable 
hair, when for but a few cents you may have the 
silkier, lovelier, more lustrous, longer hair that men 
and women will admire. Don’t delay—use coupon 
below for full strength Kotalko Ointment and 3 
Large Cakes of Foamy Kotalko Shampoo Soap. 
(Gives big bubbly lather in hard or soft- water.) 


WHAT GRATEFUL USERS SAY 
ABOUT FAMOUS KOTALKO 


“My hair was a mess—short and fuzzy, 
caused by ysing hot irons. A girl friend 
told me about Kotalko Ointment and 
Soap. I'd recommend it to anyone—it's 
the finest hair preparation I've ever used.” 
Besshunter Robinson, Chicago, Illinois. 








“T tried all sorts of treatments for my hair 
and scalp, but none worked like Kotalko. 
My scalp is healthy, free of dandruff 
flakés and my hair looks just lovely.” 
Clara Ligon, Memphis, Tennessee. 
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“I am surely grateful to my 
husband. He ordered Kotalko 
for me. It worked almost like 
magic. It helped prevent dry, 
breaking-off, brittle hair—now 
my hair is more attractive, 
silkier, looks longer and 
smoother.” Fannie S. Patrick, 
Brooklyn, New York. 


















































HOW KOTALKO 
WORKS! 


Helps Make Hair Beautiful, 
Silkier — More Attractive to Men 
It’s a fact that with just a single 
application of full strength 
Kotalko Ointment and a brisk 
shampoo with foamy Kotalko 
Soap, drab, lifeless hair will 
look more lustrous, smoother, 
silkier, more alive—will spar- 
kle with dancing highlights! 
Kotalko is not new. Thousands 
of attractive women know its 
powerful beauty secret-—know 
it makes them more appealing 
to men and women! 


LONGER HAIR MAY BE YOURS! 


If your hair is dry and brittle, 
scalp normal, it may be caused 
by lack of natural hair oils—if 
this is your trouble, Kotalko 
may help to correct this hair 
condition—beautifying the 
hair and giving it a chance to 
get longer. Use Kotalko medi- 
cated ointment and watch the 
results! Full directions with 
every package. 


HOW TO ORDER 


Your druggist can supply you 
with a box of fully guaranteed 
Kotalko Ointment and Soap or 
if you prefer, order direct—use 
coupon below. Send No Money 
—just pay postman plusC.0.D. 
charges—we ship promptly and 
in plain wrapper—Write today! 
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the night before. 

“Chuck came in about 12 last night and 
he had been drinking ... how much I 
don’t know, but more than he usually does, 
I’m certain. He came to bed and started to 
make love to me.” I had to stop speaking 
then, the memory making it impossible to 
continue. After a while when I had dabbed 
at my tears and blown my nose, I resumed. 
“He was very brutal, hurting me, but even 
then incapable of performing the act. And 
naturally, I could not respond. He has 
never acted like that before and although 
he won’t tel] me I know something must 
be wrong. He was so pitiful, so frighten- 
ing. Mom, I don’t know what to do... .” 
and I burst into fresh tears, the emotions 
I had kept in check for so long, breaking 
through. 

Mom let me have my cry and when at 
last I stopped, she poured me a fresh cup 
of coffee, handed me a cigarette and held 
the match while I lit it. “Feel better?” she 
asked smiling as I inhaled deeply. 

“A little,’ I answered, as I sipped the 
hot coffee. » 

“Why didn’t you come to me before this, 
Nora?” she asked, “You’ve been carrying a 
load too heavy for those shoulders. I can 
understand why you would probably hesi- 
tate to tell me about it, but you shouldn’t 
have felt that way. You must stop worry- 
ing now. I’m certain this is not too bad. If 
I know my son, there isn’t anyone else in- 
volved. But there is something wrong and 
I suspect as you do that it is an illness of 
some sort.” 

She was thoughtful for a long moment, 
“Chuck’s far too young for this to happen, 
it just isn’t natural at all. I know it’s hard 
for you to understand, but just be patient. 
I can’t understand though, why he won’t 
discuss it with you. He’s got the wrong 
idea about these things and he’s ashamed 
to talk about it. I’m going to talk to his 
father tonight and see if he can get Chuck 
to tell him what it’s all about. He may be 
worried about something. That could 
cause it. Or he may be sick. If he is, then 
he must see a doctor.” 

Mom sipped her coffee, a puzzled ex- 
pression on her face. “One thing I am cer- 
tain of—Chuck must be made to realize 
that this is hurting you just as much as it 
hurts him, that this is something you 
should know about. Since he won’t confide 
in you, I know he won’t tell me either and 
would rather I didn’t know. Maybe it 
would be best if you didn’t tell him you’d 
been here. He’d be suspicious and stub- 
born as all get-out. We'll try to get this 
straightened out ...and I'll let you 

know just what it’s all about.” 


HUCK did go to see a doctor and began 
taking a course of treatments. He 
didn’t tell me or even hint that he had seen 
his father. If it had not been for his 
mother, I would not have known about it, 
but she kept her word, passing on all the 
information to me. 
Chuck and [| lived a strange sort of exis- 
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tence those days. To our friends, we ap- 
peared loving and devoted, but at home all 
pretense was dropped. An insurmountable 
wall was growing between us. There were 
days when his presence seemed almost in- 
tolerable to me, days when I felt pity for 
both of us and other days when I wanted 
him, wanted to be loved so very much that 
I was like a caged animal. Those were bad 
days too, my frustration making me hate- 
ful, irritable, nervous, a sick longing draw- 
ing my nerves taut as a violin string. 

Chuck had changed too, seemingly al- 
ways in a blue mood. He began to go out 
more often alone, to drink more than he 
had in the past, and still he had no expla- 
nation for his actions, his indifference to 
sex. And if I nagged at him or started an 
argument, he never became angry, listened 
silently as if her were beyond arguing and 
that would only incense me more. I tried 
to be patient, hoping that the treatments 
would restore the love he had lost, but it 
seemed that I was hoping against hope. My 
own nerves were shot and I was constantly 
taking medicine to keep myself going. 
Work was a sedative, for I was kept busy at 
the office, having no time for personal 
thoughts. 

The situation continued in that manner 
for six months and I was becoming more 
despondent with each day. The one time 
that Chuck had approached me, nearly six 
months after he started the treatments, had 
been a failure and I had given up all hope 
then. Once more I turned to his mother 
for consolation. 

“Perhaps,” she told me, “you should go 
see the doctor and have a talk with him. 
. . . I don’t know what else you can do.” 

The doctor was surprised when he found 
why I had come to him. “Why Mrs. Ames, 
I had no idea that your husband was not 
better, that the treatments had not been 
successful. Your husband told me that he 
was progressing and I told him that when 
he felt he had returned to his normal self, 
we would stop the treatments.” 

I was shocked at the doctor’s words, 
could not believe him until he showed me 
the record of Chuck’s visits. I could not 
understand Chuck’s reasons for discontinu- 
ing the treatments. , 

“Tt may be,” the doctor suggested, “that 
he felt there was no hope for him, although 
I am certain there is. I could have given 
him a different kind of treatment. Of 
course, I have been under the illusion that 
progress had been made, so naturally I 
didn’t suggest any other treatment.” He 
paused momentarily, “This does happen to 
some young men, but of course it is rare. 
There is no reason for alarm, however. 
I’m sure this can be corrected if he will 
feturn.” 

“I’m not supposed to know anything 
about this, doctor, nor of the treatments. 
You see,” I explained as he gave me a 
puzzled look, “Chuck has refused to dis- 
cuss this with me. I’d still be in the dark 
if it weren’t for his parents.” 

*“False morals in this day and age,” the 





doctor said, somewhat amused. “Vy, 
young lady, I don’t know what to tel] you 
in that case. You can’t suggest that he 
come back if you don’t know he has ever 
been here. Perhaps you'd better talk thi, 
over with his parents.” 

I was about to leave when the docty 
asked, “By the way, how are you feeling?” 

“Terrible,” I answered. 

He smiled, “Sit down here a moment, ]'l] 
write out a prescription to help yy 
through these days.” Dr. Mays pulled the 
prescription pad toward him and started ty 
write. “Take them just as prescribed whe, 
you feel nervous and tense,” he told me 
a smile on his face. 

My mind was very uneasy as I left the 
doctor’s office. I could not understand why 
Chuck had stopped his treatments nor why 
he had told the doctor that he was better, 
Maybe Chuck had been cured! Maybe 
there was someone else! Was that the 
answer to the mystery? After all, he did 
go out quite often and he had stopped tell. 
ing me where he was going quite some time 
ago. Was that it? Perhaps he had fel 
that the treatments were useless and had 
lied to the doctor rather than subject him. 
self to more treatments. 

I didn’t tell anyone that I had been to 
see Dr. Mays, not even Chuck’s mother, | 
just couldn’t, I was so torn up inside. My 
mind was in constant conflict, the doctors 
revelation leaving all sorts of doubt in my 
mind. I tried to think the situation out 
rationally, but it was beyond my compre. 
hension. I finally told Mom about my visit 
to the doctor and although she was reas 
suring, I could not accept her words, 
Doubt and mistrust had closed my mind to 
all she said. 

‘Why don’t you try to talk to Chuck 
again?” Mom implored. “After all, you 
can’t lose... you just might gain, you 
know.” 

“T’ll try, but I don’t believe he’ll tell me 
anything.” 

“Try talking to him sometime when he’ 
in a good mood.” 

“Those days are gone,” I told her. “He's 
never in a good mood anymore.” And she 
shrugged her shoulders helplessly. 

I didn’t tackle Chuck immediately, 
couldn’t bring myself to do it. I feared 
that there was another woman involved. | 
wanted to know the truth and yet, in a way 
I didn’t want to know. I was reluctant, 
afraid that Chuck would tell me there was 
someone else. 

Finally I made up my mind to talk to 
him one Sunday afternoon about a month 
after I had visited the doctor. 

“Chuck,” I said, plunging right in 
“We've got to get things straightened out.” 

“What did you say?” he asked. 

“I said we must get things straightened 
out,” I repeated, nervously fingering mY 
ring. 

“What things?” he asked, averting his 
eyes. 

“jst” 

“What about us?” 
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JYknew Chuck was stalling and my pa- 
tience almost gave out, “Chuck, for God’s 
sake, stop trying to act so innocent! You 
know what I’m talking about. So...” 

He looked at me for a long moment, 
then, “All right, I know what you're talk- 
ing about. . - - So wnat... 

“Please now,” I begged, “be nice and 
la’s discuss it. We can’t get anywhere by 
jgnoring Dad 

I knew he was debating mentally wheth- 
er to discuss it with me or not. 

“Look, Chuck, let’s face it. You’re ill, 
or something is wrong somewhere, and it’s 
more than I can take.” 

He didn’t answer, just sat there, his gaze 
stony as he stared at me. 

“Chuck, you are ill, aren’t you?” 


E REPLIED at length, slowly, reluct- 
antly, “Yes, I am ill, in a way,” he 
admitted. “You know what the trouble is. 
_.. There’s nothing to be done about it.” 
He shrugged his shoulders in helpless re- 


signation. 

“Have you seen a doctor?” 

“Yes,” 

“What did he say?’ I asked, prodding 
him on. 


“He didn’t say anything,” he replied, his 
voice forced. 

“Chuck, we should be able to talk this 
thing out sensibly. It concerns both of us 
... is affecting both of us. Don’t make it so 
hard for me please. This is something 
that we both should understand. Did the 
doctor give you any medicine or treat- 
ments?” 

“Yes . . . treatments.” 

“And they didn’t do any good?” 

He shook his head. “No.” 

I thought a long time before I spoke, 
contemplating the effect my next question 
would have. “Chuck, why did you tell the 
doctor you were better if you were not?” 

His mouth dropped open, anger flushed 
his face as he turned to me. “How did you 
know that?” he demanded sharply. 

“Doctor Mays told me. . . . Yes, I went 
to see him,” I confessed as he continued 
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to stare at me. “Your mother told me to 
go.” 

“So you know everything then,” he said 
angrily, “you and Mom and the whole 
damned family, I guess! There’s nothing 
else for me to tell you then. You know it 
all.” 

“Yes, there is . . . why you lied to the 
doctor,” I answered, my voice low. 

“He wasn’t doing anything for me. . . . 
For six months, he treated me, giving me 
shots but nothing happened.” 

“Perhaps, he could use some other treat- 
ment,” I suggested. 

“No... it’s no use, just one of those 
things... there’s nothing to be done 
about it.” 

The silence between us grew, emotion- 
ally charged. 

“Guess, I might as well get 
finally. “I’m no good to you 

“Chuck,” I cried out, tears 


out,” he said 
anymore.” 
gathering in 


my eyes. 

“What's the use, Nora? We’re living 
a sham marriage. We might as well not 
be married as it is now. You need some- 
one to love you, a man, not a shell of a man 
like me.” 

“Oh, Chuck!” I cried in anguish. I 
buried my face against his shoulder and he 
put his arms about me, holding me loosely. 
“Don’t you love me anymore?” I asked be- 
tween sobs. 

“T know we can’t go on this way,” he 
said speaking softly, ignoring my question, 
“T hate to admit it, but it’s true. It’s too 
much to ask of you. You’re not well your- 
self ... I can’t help but notice that you 
are under a strain .. . and I know why. 
I know too, that it won’t get any better 
this way. So I'll just get out and you can 
find someone else, someone who can give 
you the love that you need.” 

“No ... no, Chuck,” I cried, “I don’t 
want you to leave. I don’t want anyone 
else . . . I love you and only you. Chuck, 
don't give up so easily . . . we can work 
this thing out. Sex isn’t all of marriage 
and ... and later on, maybe you'll get 
better.” 

He shook his head as he reached for a 
cigarette, “No . . . it isn’t fair to you for 
me to stay here as things are. Perhaps it 
would be better if we each go our own 
way.” 

I did not understand. 

“T mean,” he explained, “that you should 
go out more often, have fun, keep busy so 
that you won’t have time to think about us. 
Be free to do whatever you wish. Then if 
the time comes that you feel that you want 
to be rid of me, tell me. I'll understand.” 

I had been watching Chuck’s face as he 
spoke, had seen the emotions mirrored on 
There was complete dejection 
and defeat on his face. I felt pity and 
compassion stir in me. He was suffering 
more than I could imagine. 

“Chuck, I want you to stay,” I told him. 
“We aren’t the only couple in the world to 
have this happen . . . others have survived 
it. Don’t worry about me. Just try and 
get well.” There was silence for a mo- 
ment. Then I asked the question that he 
had ignored before. “Chuck, don’t you 
love me any more?” 

“Yes, I love you . . . not the way I once 
did ... that feeling is gone. Maybe it 
will come back. I don’t know. But I do 
know that love will soon be gone in you 
too it can’t stay alive unless it is fed, 
I know that.” 


its surface. 


MY LIFE was changed from that day 
= on. Chuck moved from our bedroom 
He appeared distant, 
He was 


into the guest room. 
detached, always deep in thought. 
pleasant as was possible under the circum- 
stances but the knowledge of his condition 
became a barrier that could not be broken 
down. 

At first, I went out reluctantly, but it 
wasn’t long before I had joined a club and 


And 


went to the movies quite regularly. 
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them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEW 
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Chuck too was going out quite often, where 
I didn’t know, for I never asked. 

And then that morning arrived when 
Larry Taylor stood before me in the office, 
asking to speak to my uncle. I didn’t 
know whether Larry was fully aware of the 
confusion he had caused, but I felt like a 
fool then and for a long time after. I 
found that I was not the only one who had 
been impressed with the new pharmacist. 
At lunch he was the topic of discussion 
among the girls who worked in the build- 
ing, where many Cleveland doctors had 
their offices. 

The fact that Larry was single added to 
his attractiveness for many of the girls. I 
was interested too, although I knew I had 
no right to be and had no illusions that he 


would give me more than a _ passing 
thought. He treated. all the others in a 


friendly manner, kidding and teasing them, 
but with me, he was different, friendly 
enough, speaking formally whenever we 
met, calling me Mrs. Ames. The horseplay 
that he carried on with the others was ab- 
sent in his brief exchanges with me. I was 
aware of this but attached no significance 
to it until one of the girls mentioned it to 
me. 

“What goes between you and the ‘Dose’?” 
Fran asked, using the nickname one of the 
girls had bestowed upon him because “he’d 
be good for what ails you.” 

“Nothing. . . . Why?” I questioned her 
as I stubbed out my after-lunch cigarette. 

“Well, I just wondered if you two had 
a hate campaign on. He’s so darn formal, 
“Mrs. Ames’,” she concluded, mimicking 
Larry’s voice. 

“No, we don’t hate each other, at least I 
don’t . . . don’t know him well enough for 
that. Maybe he acts that way because I’m 
married,” I suggested. 

“Oh no, that isn’t it. Half of the girls 
around here are married and he kids all of 
them. .. . Yo, you’re the one exception.” 

“It’s nothing to worry about, I’m sure,” 
I said lightly, “Come on... time to go 
back to the grind.” 

We left the cafeteria then, walking the 
short block to the building. Just as we 
stepped into the lobby, we bumped into 
Larry. 

“Hi Fran! Good afternoon, Mrs. Ames,” 
he greeted us. 

“Hi,” I said and walked on, my heart 
beating a fast tattoo. Fran stopped to talk 
to him, but I was too upset then to stop. 

I had been at my desk only a few min- 
utes when Fran came in on her way to the 
office next door. “See what I mean?” she 
exclaimed in a subdued veice as she cast a 
wary eye towards Uncle Ray’s closed door. 
“He just doesn’t treat you the same. Won- 
der why?” and I could see the gleam of 
curiosity shining in her eyes. 

“Oh get out,” I told her, laughing. 
“Stop trying to make something out of 
nothing.” 

Although I was laughing, I was dis- 
turbed, not because of Fran’s words, but 
because there was something about Larry 
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that affected me greatly. Each time that 
I saw him, I was conscious of a nervous 
fluttery feeling in my stomach. His every 
gesture seemed to set my nerves tingling. 
But even as I felt these things, I was aware 
of the mockery in those grey eyes, in his 
voice that was so gravely correct when he 
addressed me. 

The rain was coming down in real “cats 
and dogs” fashion as Fran and I met in the 
lobby that evening. Fran was bemoaning 
the fact that her rubbers were at home 
when Larry joined us at the door. 

“Some rain,” he said, “and it’s going to 
be a long one too.” He flashed a smile in 
my direction, then spoke to Fran, “ll give 
you girls a lift, if it’s not too far out of my 
way.” 

“What if it is,” Fran quipped. “You’re 
going to give us a lift anyway.” 

“Maybe,” he replied, grinning mischie- 
vously at her. 

“Get out of here and go get your little 
red wagon,” she told him, pulling her arm 
back as if to strike him. And Larry pulled 
his coat collar up, his hat down and dashed 
out into the rain. 

He was back almost immediately in his 
car, honking the horn for us. 

“Nora, you sit in the middle.” Fran di- 
rected as we stood at the car, “I have to get 
out first.” 

There was nothing for me to do, but get 
into the car and seat myself next to Larry. 
To demur would have been 
drawing suspicion to Fran’s curiosity-rid- 
dled mind. The moment I sat in the seat, I 
was aware of the urgent attraction Larry’s 
presence held and my nerves became taut. 

Fran’s impish face took on an added mis- 
chievousness as she stepped from the car. 
“Thanks, ‘Dose,’ ” she said and then added 
with a flourish, “Be seeing you, Mrs. 
Ames.” Then she had slammed the door, 
running for the protection of the porch. 

Larry was chuckling as he turned to me. 
“Well. Mrs. Ames. where to?” 

Moving away from him, I gave the direc- 
tions to my home. 


sen seless, 


HE WAY home lay through the park 

and as we topped the hill, Larry turned 
off and parked. 

His arms were around me, his lips crush- 
ing mine before I was aware of his intent. 
I struggled frantically for seconds, but his 
arms were like steel, their hardness biting 
through my coat. Gradually, I ceased re- 
sisting. I was breathless as he released me. 

“You know that you’re in love with me, 
don’t you, Nora?” he stated rather than 
asked. 

SINGH. 
that he was so sure of me and of himself. 

“Well, if you aren’t, you make a darn 
good show of it,” he said, his eyes mocking 
me. 

I was furious with Larry and yet I want- 
ed to throw myself into his arms, to feel 
his lips on mine, his arms holding me in a 


.’ I said emphatically, angered 


crushing embrace. 
Larry’s arm tightened about my shoul- 





ders as he forcefully turned my 
“You're not happy.” he said. “I’ve know 
it since the day I first saw you, the day you 
blushed and stammered so.” 

“Larry, take me home please,” | be 

a i a Seed, 

What’s the matter,” he taunted, his eyes 
and smile full of derision, “afraid to adn 
you're in love with me?” 

“T’m not in love with you!” I said vehe. 
mently. “Now take me home!” 

“Come on Nora, admit you're not happy 
. . . I know you're not, stop trying to fg} 
yourself. I can make you happy, you knoy 
that, don’t you?” 

“Larry Taylor, take me home!” 

“Okay ... but not before this,” anj 
once again his arms were holding me anj 
his lips were upon mine in a kiss tha 
drained every ounce of resistance from me 
Recklessly, I let my emotions surge jnjy 
my lips, my unhappiness urging me on, 

He released me abruptly and sat just 
staring at me. Then he turned, started the 
car and we drove on in complete silence, 

My conscience mocked me that week. | 
hated to go into the corridor or down in the 
lobby, afraid that I would meet him. | did 
see him several times and after each ep. 
counter, I was confused. Larry showed 
more familiarity than in the past, treating 
me coolly. Still, each time I saw him, [ ex. 
perienced the terrible attraction he had, 

After that week, Larry changed his tac. 
tics, wearing down the thin veil of resis. 
ance [ had managed to build between us 
He changed his lunch hour and quite fre. 
quently lunched with me, usually in th 
company of Fran or some of the othe 
workers. Several times, he took me home 
but he never attempted to kiss me again. 
Even though our relationship was appar 
ently harmless. I felt the current between 
us growing daily and knew that the present 
was just a prelude to something more ser: 
ous. 

Spring was in the air the evening that 
Fran and I went to the movies after work. 
We were leaving the theatre when Lary 
came from behind, catching each of us by 
the arm. “Hi,” he called. 

“Like the show?” he asked, and without 
waiting for our answer, continued, “Where 
you two going?” 

“Dinner,” Fran replied, “wanna go with 
us?” 

“Sure thing,” Larry said. 

All through dinner and the ride to Fran's 
home, I could sense nothing out of the 
ordinary. But as we sped through the park 
toward my home, Larry abruptly insisted: 
“Why are you fighting what you feel for 
me?” 

“I don’t feel anything for you,” I sail 
slowly. Then Larry made a left turn avi 
parked. 

“No, Larry,” I said as he turned off the 
ignition, “take me home.” 

I was in his arms and he held me a lou 
moment, looking into my eyes, his fac 
moving slowly toward mine. I fought bis 
kiss at first, but then my resistance eb 
and I was returning the kiss with all t 
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grdor created of starved love. 

That was the beginning. Soon we were 
meeting secretly. His lips lost their cruel- 
ty, his arms, their steeliness, for now I 
came to him willingly, my kisses and ca- 
esses matching his in ardor. My emotions, 
fred by denial, blazed dangerously. 

[ lost all sense of control when I was 
vith him, letting my unfulfilled passion 
drive me on. 

Then one day Chuck phoned me at the 
ofice. “Nora, I’m sorry, but I'll have to 
entertain the visiting royalty,” he said, re- 
fering to his best account. “It’s a dinner 
_,. you know, strictly business,” he ex- 
plained. 

“That’s all right,” I told him, my mind 
already planning an evening with Larry. 

[arrived at Larry’s apartment that after- 
noon, a sense of anticipation drawing me. 
We had dinner at the apartment, and after- 
ward our amorous mood fitted in perfectly 
wih the summer evening’s atmosphere. 
Qur caresses grew more impassioned 
with each kiss. Our kisses had grown long- 
er, tenderness replaced by brutal impa- 
tience. 

My body was aflame with desire as I sub- 
mitted willingly to Larry’s ardent caresses. 
Ilay back and flung a hand over my eyes. 
The glow of the lamp glinted off the gold 
band on my third finger, left hand. And 
it was at that precise moment that Larry 
spoke and his triumphant words broke the 
spell that had bound me tighter than iron 
chains. “Now you'll learn what a real man 
cai do!” he gloated. My body went rigid 
as he laughed and continued, “If that hus- 
band of yours—” 

My eyes flew open and I saw his face, 
twisted almost beyond recognition with 
primitive passion, directly above me. 

“No!” I shouted. “No—!” With both 
hands I pushed against his heaving chest. 
He tried to pin my arms, but I struggled 
silently, desperately. The unexpectedness 
of my resistance must have shocked him, 
for when he saw I was determined not to 
give in, his ardor cooled to an icy silence. 
He let me up and scowled as I smoothed 
down my rumpled clothes and prepared to 
leave. He said nothing, but his eyes were 
full of contempt as I dashed from his 
apartment and into the fresh, cool night. 


SOMEHOW, the sight of my wedding 

ting, Larry’s belittling reference to 
Chuck, and the raw sensuousness contorting 
his face had plunged me back into reality. 
Iknew then that no matter what was wrong 
between Chuck and me, this was not the 
slution. The vow I took was to “love and 
honor... till death do us part.” A 
shabby back-street affair was not the an- 
ower I saw that now. That unintentional 
lip on Larry’s part had made me realize 
that I was still married to Chuck, body and 
soul, and that this was where the “in sick- 
tess and in health” part of the marriage 
YoWcame in... 


I wandered about aimlessly, without 


I don’t know 
how long it was before I found myself in 
the little corner tavern near Uncle Ray’s 
office where the young set used to gather 
on Saturday nights. There was an entirely 
new and younger crowd there now and so I 
took a vacant stool at the far end of the 


sense of time or direction. 


bar. I’d always disapproved of women 
drinking alone in bars. Yet there I sat 
examining myself in the mirror and hud- 
dled over a drink like a veteran barfly. I 
was so upset that the liquor seemed to have 
no effect on me. 

When my cousin Tim walked into the 


place, my first impulse was to try to avoid 
being seen. Things were already too 


messed up to be further complicated by 
prying relatives. But then, in my loneli- 
ness, I realized that I wanted to be with 
someone—anyone. Tim and I had always 
been close, and while I couldn’t bring my- 
self to lay my problems in his lap, I knew 
I could always cry on his shoulder. 

But we talked about everything under 
the sun after I’d called him over, except 
my personal troubles. Tim must’ have 
sensed I was upset, and took pains to keep 
the conversation light. ‘You certainly 
ought to go places as a psychologist, Tim,” 
I said finally. “When you get your degree, 
I'll be glad to drum up some trade for 
you,” I added lightly. 

“What’s the matter, 
“Blue?” 

I nodded, and my fingers tightened on 
the glass I held. 

“Funny thing about the blues,” Tim said 
offhandedly. “I°ll bet old Freud himself 
couldn’t diagnose them as well as Handy 
did in the St. Louis Blues.” He signaled 
“Yes, sir, it’s a funny 


Cuz?” he asked. 


for another drink. 
ailment.” 

“You're telling me!” 
Tim continued his 
while, and I gathered he was just trying to 
Then, out of the blue his words 
“__why I even 


dissertation for a 


soothe me. 
pierced my consciousness. 
knew a guy convinced himself he 
could never satisfy a woman. And it was 
all in his mind!” Tim was saying. 

I tried not to show any special interest, 
but my ears caught every word. I even had 
the impression that he was trying to tell 
me something. 

“So help me, it’s the truth,” he insisted, 
as if I had disputed him. “Happened 
when we were in college together. Started 
out as one of those crazy fraternity initia- 
tion gags. Well, we ended up with a 
‘woman of the streets’ to put it politely and 
this guy was so embarrassed he couldn’t do 
Just stood there and almost cried 
He sipped his 


who 


a thing. 
when we laughed at him.” 
“A thing like that can do more 
It can spoil your 


drink. 
than give you the blues. 
whole life if you convince yourself it’s you 
that’s wrong.” 

I gazed searchingly at Tim. Was he 
After all, he 
and Chuck had been schoolmates . . 

But my cousin continued to talk about 
his “friend.” “I often wonder how he 


trying to tell me something? 
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made out,” Tim mused. “Probably got 
straightened out all right.” 

“But—” I hesitated. “But suppose he 
didn’t?” 

“Then I'd say life must be pretty miser- 
able for him at this point.” 

“Would there be any hope for—for this 
friend of yours?” I inquired timidly. 

Tim shrugged his shoulders. “Why not? 
All he needs is a woman to give him con- 
fidence in himself, make him know he’s no 
different from other men. Of course, it 
won't happen overnight—” 

Suddenly, I didn’t want anything else to 
drink. I didn’t want to be in that bar. I 
just wanted to be home with Chuck, to 
hold him in my arms and soothe away the 
terrible fear that kept us from our rightful 
happiness. I didn’t try to figure whether 
Tim was trying to tell me something about 
Chuck or not. All I knew was that he had 
offered a new hope I was determined not 
After all, Dr. Mays had ad- 


other treatments he 


to pass up. 
mitted there were 
could try on Chuck. 

Perhaps this was it. And as I hastily 
said goodbye to Tim and hurried home, I 
knew in my heart with all the certainty in 
the world that there was a solution to our 
problem and that Chuck and I would find 
it—together. 


THE END 
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SULTAN OF 
THE SAVOY 





When shy, demure little Freda fell for 
the wiles of handsome Allan, the popular 
playboy of the Savoy, she thought he 
might settle down to a quiet home life. 
He never did until Freda went out and 
got herself a boy friend and gave Allan 
a dose of his own medicine. 
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My 
Heart 
Betrayed 
Me 


(Continued from Page 13) 


he waited on women shoppers. In my own 
jealous mind I began to put meaning into 
the ordinary, friendly conversation that 
would pass between them. I began to sus- 
pect even his telephone conversations that 
seemed unreasonably long and too hushed 
for me to know what was being said. I 
knew that I was behaving in a way I never 
had before, but I couldn’t seem to help my- 
self. I simply couldn’t rid myself of that 
feeling of doubt. 

Then, to make matters worse, Howard 
called just as we were about to close the 
store and all I could hear was “uh-huhs,” 
“yeahs,” and “You-don’t-says,” ending 
finally with “Ill see if I can make it.” 
When Greg hung up I didn’t make any 
pretense of trying to hide my curiosity. 

“What did Howard want?” I asked 
abruptly. 

“Oh, nothing much. Said he had a new 
litter of cocker spaniels over at his pet 
shop and wanted to know if I had time to 
drop by and see them.” 

“Tonight?” 

“Yeah, tonight.” 

“Was that all he wanted?” 

“Yeah. Just about. Oh, he did say 
something about Carolyn having left a 
brooch there for me to fix the clasp on, but 
that was about all.” 

The words hung there like a great weight 
suspended in space. For a moment our 
eyes met in a steady gaze, and Greg seemed 
to realize that he had said more than he 
meant to. Neither of us said a word for 
what seemed like hours after that, and it 
was obvious that both of us were remem- 
bering our quarrel of that morning. 

“Well!” I said finally, breaking the si- 
lence. “Since when did she start leaving 
her jewelry at Howard’s for you to come by 
and pick up! And I suppose that’s where 
you've been meeting her, too, telling me all 
those nights that you were just going over 
to Howard’s to help him bathe the dogs. 
Yes, you were bathing dogs, all right—you 
and that mangy cur of a night club 
singer!” 

After that it seemed to be nothing but 
one quarrel after another for us. I didn’t 
really have any proof against Greg, but 
Carolyn was a phobia with me, and I sim- 
ply couldn’t get her out of my mind. Every 
time Greg was away from me I imagined 
he was either telephoning her. or calling 
somewhere else to arrange to meet her. I 
began to lose weight from sheer worry, and 
I was half out of my mind, doubting, sus- 
pecting, not knowing what to believe. 

Finally, I began to behave so badly, even 
out among our friends, that I knew that if 








I didn’t get a hold on myself soon | would 
be heading -for a nervous breakdown, 
when Greg suggested that we take a few 
weeks off and vacation at Oak Bluffs, | 
welcomed it, hoping that maybe if we spent 
a little time together, just the two of Us, 
we might recapture some of our lost hap. 
piness. 


OR A FEW days we were like new Joy. 

ers being introduced to each other for 
the first time. We splashed and played silly 
little games on the beach during the day. 
and at night in the glare of the full moon 
we yielded to the soft murmur of the wayes 
lapping the shores, shutting out all else 
in the world save the love we had once 
vowed to give forever—to each other. 

A week passed and I seemed to be my 
old self again. Two weeks and we were both 
sure of it. But one morning my world was 
suddenly shattered and my worst fears 
realized. 

I hadn’t seen her come on the beach, 
neither of us had. But suddenly Carolyn 
Winters was standing there, holding a 
black cocker spaniel on a leash. She was 
half-turned toward us, talking with some 
friends scarcely a stone’s throw away. | 
looked at Greg and my heart began pound. 
ing fiercely. 

Then in an instant the little black cocker 
broke away from its mistress, and as all 
eyes turned toward him, he scampered 
merrily toward my husband, bounding a 
once into his arms and began sweeping his 
face with quick, affectionate flicks of his 
tongue. My heart sank and I paled at the 
obvious meaning of this unexpected greet- 
ing. Carolyn burst out laughing, and her 
shrill, musical laughter seemed to mock 
the fears I had imagined all along. Greg 
only sat there, gingerly rubbing his finger 
through the scruff of the dog’s neck, a sick 
ly grin frozen on his face. 

“Please don’t mind Mugsy,” Carolyn 
was saying, apologetically, then recogniz 
ing Greg her voice suddenly became les 
formal. “Why, Greg! I had no idea it 
was you. I never would have known you 
behind those dark glasses!” 

“Yeah, sure,” Greg flustered, and shoved 
the dog toward her as though it was sué- 
denly diseased. He opened his mouth # 
if about to add something else, but Carolyn 
interrupted. 

“And you must be Helen,” she purred. 
turning toward me. 

“Yes,” I snapped. “Greg’s wife!” 

“Oh, yes, of course, I’ve heard Greg ant 
Howard speak of you so often.” 

Greg looked up, frowning at what she 
had said, but avoided letting his eyes mee 
mine. Tears were welling up inside m 
and it was all I could do to hold back the 
hurt. 

“I—I’m going back to the cottage,” | 
stammered hoarsely, and turning my bat 
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to keep her from seeing the hot tears th 
were spilling down my cheeks | startet 
running blindly toward our cottage at tlt 
top of the hill. 

Once inside I fell breathlessly bac 
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against the door, sobbing convulsively, the 
tears making everything in the room a wa- 
tery blur. In a blind rage I tore off my 
bathing suit and flung my suitcases across 
the bed. Greg entered a moment later as I 
was stuffing the last of my things into them. 

“And just what are you doing?” he 
asked, his eyes darting first at the suitcases 
then at me, standing there in the nude. 
Quickly I grabbed a towel and tied it 
around me at the waist. 

“It’s obvious, isn’t it!” I snapped angri- 
ly. “I’m leaving you—you and your lick- 
ing dog and that—that Seventh Avenue 
streetwalker!” 

“But why, Helen? Why? 
because her little old dog happens to run 
up to me you wouldn’t try to make some- 
thing out of that. I thought we were all 
past that. Haven’t these last two weeks 
meant anything at all to you?” 

“Yes, they've meant something to me! 
They’ve shown me just how low and rotten 
acheat you really are! You knew she was 
coming up here. You planned it that way. 
And all the while, making 
Even her dog loves you as if you were its 


Surely just 


love to me. 


master. He betrayed you out there—you 
can’t deny that. Can you? Of course, you 
can’t!” 


“But, Helen, you don’t understand. I’ve 
known that dog before. I mean—well, that 
wasn’t the first time I’d seen Mugsy % 

“Oh! So it’s Mugsy now! You admit 
you know him!” 

“All right,” he said resignedly, “think 
what you please. Go on ruin both our 
lives. I’ve had just about all I can take of 
your insipid, unreasonable 
should have expected as much when I first 
married you!” 

I heard the door slam behind him and 
the clackety-clack of his beach 
shoes scuffing angrily down the steps told 
me he was headed back to the beach. 


jealousies. I 


wooden 


FEW HOURS later I was in Boston 
** where I made train connections for 
Windsor, Canada. I had an aunt there 
where I could live for a few weeks until I 
could pull myself together enough to go 
back to New York and start divorce action 
against Greg. 

At first the days passed quickly. There 
was so much to talk about with my aunt 
that Oreg seldom entered my mind, but as 
the weeks began to stretch out I began to 
get restless, lonely, irritable. So I finally 
decided to go back to New York and take 
a job to keep me occupied. 

It didn’t take long for me to find out that 
Greg hadn’t been idle or too discreet in 
his affair with Carolyn Winters. Almost 
every week they were mentioned in the 
gossip columns or sometimes on the society 
pages, and what wasn’t in print, Howard 
told me after he learned I was back in 
town. For a while it got to be nauseating, 
seeing Greg and Carolyn’s picture in the 
papers with some kind of suggestive cap- 
tion under it, but gradually they became 
less of a news item, probably I suppose, be- 
cause Carolyn had stopped passing out 


money to get the pictures planted. 

But whatever the reason, I had just about 
made up my mind to hire a detective and 
get “the goods” on both of them so I could 
put through my divorce on adultery 
charges. Then one night I opened my door 
to find Howard standing there, drunker 
than I had ever seen him. He wasn’t 
“happy” drunk; he seemed to be worried, 
depressed, as if he had something weighing 
on his mind. Quickly, I guided him over 
to the couch, and after loosening his collar, 
started to get up and make some coffee but 
his heavy hand on my arm stayed me. 

“You know sumpin’, Helen?” he said 
clumsily, fighting back his intoxication. 
“Greg ain’t doin’ so well. He’s been drink- 
in’ an’ drinkin’ an’ runnin’ aroun’ with that 
girl, and now he’s just about drank up the 
business. Ain’t that sumpin’? An’ it’s all 
my fault.” 

“What I asked soberly, 


sensing that what was on his mind would 


do you mean?” 


concern me as well as Greg. 

“You're prob’ly hate me for 
but it’s all my fault. I started 
Carolyn, just so I could 


goin’ to 
sayin’ this, 
Greg back to seein’ 
try to get you interested in me.” 


“You mean you deliberately tried to 
make Greg cheat on me so you could make 


passes at me and get away with it. You? 
His so-called best friend?” 

“In a way, yeah. But not like you think. 
That first time when I came over to your 
place and you slapped me, wasn’t anything 
going on then, but I brought that up about 
Carolyn just so you wouldn’t tell Greg.” 

“Why you dirty, lowdown snake,” 
I hissed. “Get out—and don’t you ever 
come back!” 

I was in a rage with anger, but the sud- 
den realization of what a fool I had been 
kept me from giving in to my emotions. I 
was too stunned to think about anything 
but that first evening when I had begun to 
doubt and mistrust Greg. Slowly the 
pieces began to fit into place. Those phone 
calls from Howard, the brooch that needed 
everything. But what about the 
dog? Where and how did it come in? All 
that night I lay awake, trying to fit that 
little cocker into the wretched jigsaw I had 
of our lives, but the next morning 
was still no solution. But it didn’t 
if Greg needed me 


onery, 


repair, 


made 
there 
matter, I told myself, 
now I was determined to go to him, and 
Carolyn and her dog could go hang. 

There on the front 
and a 


Then it happened! 
page of the paper Greg’s picture 
bold headline, naming him a thief, accus- 
ing him of selling Mrs. Vincent’s necklace 
to foot bills for a night club singer. 

I read the details as I caught the bus that 
would take me to jail and to him, for I 
knew now that Greg really needed me. 

He didn’t look at all like himself, sitting 
there behind bars, haggard, a thick growth 
of beard hiding those smooth brown cheeks 
I had once liked to pinch. His eyes were 
hollow and he looked at me as if I were a 
stranger—somebody he wanted to forget. 

“Hello,” I said meekly, and the tears 
spilled down my cheeks. 














‘I didnt Raise My 


Boy to be a Fighter!” 
by Joe Louis’ mother 





Can you imagine Joe Louis as a violinist? 
That's what his mother had in mind for 
him. But Joe stopped off at the gym on 
his way to his violin lessons. Before long, 
he was boxing and not going to the v iolin 
lessons at all! Result: the heavyweight 
championship of the world! Read how 
Joe switched from music coordination to 
muscle coordination. 





Many great lovers in history have been 
Negroes: Othello, Pushkin the poet, 
Dumas the great French novelist, and 
Frederick Douglas the abolitionist, to 
name just a few. What made these 
Negroes such great lovers? 


Plus these other fascinating stories: 


@ Are Railroads 
Losing Negro 
Patronage? 

@ Artist in an 
Insane Asylum 

@ A White Mother 
Speaks 
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“Helen, darling!” he cried, rushing to 
he bars. Then more quietly: “You 
houldn’t have come here to see me like— 
like this. I'll be out of here in a day or so. 
You should have waited.” 

It sounded good to hear his voice again. 
“Tt’s all right, Greg,” I said softly. “How- 
ard told me everything. 

“Did he tell you about the dog, too?” he 
broke in excitedly. 

“Why, no. Was he supposed to?” 

“Sure. I sent him to see you months ago 
to tell you what you wouldn’t let me tell 
you that day up at Oak Bluffs—that Mugsy 

as one of his dogs and that I used to play 
with him all the time because I was going 

» bring home to you as a gift after I got 
him trained. But Howard sold him to— 
well, he sold him and I didn’t find out until 
ater.” 

“Oh, Greg,” I whispered and our lips 

1et through the jail bars, cheeks pressing 
hard against the cold steel. 

I shall never forget that moment as long 

[I live. To think that I had almost let 
alousy ruin the only love I had ever 
known. It didn’t matter that I had to pawn 
my own jewels and scrape together what 
oney I could to buy back Mrs. Vincent’s 
ecklace; the only thing that mattered was 
hat I could get Greg back and start build- 
¢ a life for us all over again together-— 


ist the two of us. 
here won’t be any vacations for us at 
Oak Bluffs for a long time. And there 
on’t be any Howards dropping by for 
nner, or taking me out when Greg is out 
town. For there is no jewelry store 
isiness for us anymore; only good, steady 
»bs for the two of us out of which we 
ype to build all over again. It doesn’t 
itter that we have to live away from the 
amour and, gay life of New York, for 
ere both happy just living to ourselves 
id knowing we still have faith in each 


her. THE END 
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BAD GIRL 
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d wouldn’t stop 
ntil she got it 

even if it 
ant wrecking 

married life 


f her brother-in- 


In The March 
TAN CONFESSIONS 


NDIA IIIA IAAAAAAAAA AA A A I IK 


) 





Poems Of 


Devotion 





RETREAT 
I am done with being brave; 
Done with playing the heroine; 
I, who won your esteem 
By “facing the music,” 
Stop my ears with my fingers 
Whenever I hear a band play. 
Gladly I surrender 
The heroine’s crown to others. 
Let them grapple the Universe— 
Solve the problems of Humanity— 
Fight the good fight. 
I am content 
For one ecstatic moment, 
To quietly retire, and be 
Just a woman in love. 
Beatrice Murphy 
TEA FOR TWO 
A heavenly tea pot of azure blue, 
Filled by the Gods with tea for two. 
Angelic little cakes waiting with pride, 
Two little tea cups side by side. 
Pajamas of azure cover bodies of tan, 
On cushions of comfort sit a girl and a 
man . 
Why 
Strictly informal . . . tea for two . 
Rosalyn Janres 
ne 
You ask me did I think of you today; 
And I laugh at you! 


Such is always the question 

Of one love to another. 

Foolish one! 

Don’t you know I couldn’t forget? 

I planned a happy song to sing to you; 

I treasured all the merry things 

To tell you when you came; 

I dreamed of your hug and kiss; 

Def tas 

Why I didn’t think of you today! 
Beatrice Murphy 


SALVAGE 
Last year 
It was a piece 
Of discarded junk 
Thrown on the scrap heap; 
Battered and bruised 
And worn; 
Dented in places 
And frayed 
Around the edges. 


You came upon it there— 
Was it shining in the dust?— 
Picked it up 

And brushed it off. 

“Why it’s a heart,” you said 
And took it home 

Where you keep it loved 


And safe and warm. 
Beatrice Murphy 
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ZIP-UP .. . three 
pastel V’s. Colors: 
Aqua with pink 
and maize. Sizes: 












THREE TIERS... BLAZER STRIPES 
bodice and back . . » Bertha Collar 
match color of bot- all around. Colors: 
tom tier. Colors: Novy, or Green. 


For YOU ... BIG SISTER and 
LITTLE SISTER, too! 
Family Style SIZES 9 to 17 10 te 20 








Light Blue with Sizes: 10, 12, 14, 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. 

Maize and Pink. 16, 18, 20 Order STYLE 270 Also 

Sizes: 10, 12, 14,)* > Order STYLE 2012 2.98 (2 for 5.85) 7 to 14 
3 to 6x 











16, 18, 20. 
Order STYLE 256 
2.98 (2 for 5.85) 








2.98 (2 for 5.85) 
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TE GORGEOUS PLAID 
in darling Look 
Alikes. New, exciting 


WDA FASHIONS, 
Valuer! 
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sam yhis price dress “buy ofthe Sizes: 9, 11, 13, 15, 17; 10, 
otton 
NOW you can ot oon’ miracle $2.98 @_ aS Order STYLE 2028 12,14, 16, 18, 20. 
Red florals on Fa year” of — as this quontity visit 7 - : See SS on 
iis areoie: Fe price — as long Big Sister Sizes: 7, 8, 10, 12, 14. 
j 85 | Order STYLE 2029 2.69 (2 for 5.25) 
ony 2 sizes y] tor 4) Little Sister Sizes: 3, 4, 5, 6, 5x. 
SAVE EVEN MORE guy 2 styles Order STYLE 2030 1.98 (2 for 3.85) 





$0 QUICK 'N ni Please — . these dresses on opprovel at the florida forhions , me 3 
price listed plus postage ond (. 0. D. charges. 

F A 5 Y T 0 i if not delighted | may return purchase within FLORIDA FASHIONS, INC. 
1 ten days for refund. (You may enclose purchase SANFORD 242, FLORIDA : 
ORDER ee I price plus only 20 cents postage saving (.0.0. [PLEASE NOTE: If you ate a new Florida | 
J tee. Some refund privilege). = customer, Check Here. C) | 
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and you ll u Quan Style Size Color 2nd Color Price Total : 

Write today for enjo aoe | T 
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I —— illustrated WRAP... Curved k i e 
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“...the 
cigarette that 


LEAVES 
NO 
UNPLEASANT 
AFTER-TASTE” 


f/ NEVER KNEW 

A CIGARETTE COULD 
BE AS MILD AS 

CHESTERFIELD. ..AND 

BE AS GOOD 10 ME. 


Buy Chesterftelds... 


SMELL ’EM..SMOKE ’EM.. 
COMPARE ’EM 


Compared with your old 
brand—Chesterfields 
smell milder and 
smoke milder — 
and they leave 


NO UNPLEASANT 
AFTER-TASTE 
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